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PREFACE, 


In  submitting  this  little  volume  to  the  reader,  I  beg  to 
state  that  shortly  before  my  husband's  death  the  project  of 
having  his  works  put  into  book  form  was  under  contempla- 
tion, and  he  had  made  a  start  to  arrange  his  MSS.  with 
that  object  in  view. 

For  some  years  past  he  had  been  thinking  of  having  a 
small  volume  printed,  but,  somehow,  natural  diffidence, 
combined  with  the  dread  that  the  venture  might  not  prove 
a  success,  prevented  him  from  carrying  out  his  purpose. 
However,  after  having  been  asked  repeatedly  by  a  number 
of  friends  who  were  desirous  to  see  his  project  carried  out, 
he  at  last  consented  to  launch  his  little  volume  on  the 
broad  sea  of  literature.  But,  alas  !  the  Fates  decreed  that 
he  was  never  to  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  his  task 
accomplished. 

Seeing  that  his  heart  was  so  much  set  on  the  projected 
volume,  I  considered  it  but  my  duty  to  begin  where  he 
had  left  off,  and  see  his  fond — and,  I  might  also  add, 
latest — wish  carried  out,  and  trust  to  the  sympathy  of  a 
kind  and  indulgent  public  to  help  to  carry  me  through 
with  my  venture. 

I  beg  also  to  ask  the  indulgence  of  the  reader,  should 
he  find  any  of  the  pieces  a  little  crude  and  lacking  finish, 
as  my  husband  was  so  suddenly  called  away  that  I  fear 
some  of  his  pieces  may  have  suffered  thereby.     Yet  I  nave 
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hopes  that  some  of  them  possess  sufficient  merit  to  atone 
in  some  small  measure  for  such  as  may  not  be  able  to  bear 
the  scrutiny  of  an  over-exacting  critic. 

Allow  me  now  to  thank  most  sincerely  all  those  who 
have  so  kindly  rendered  their  assistance  in  bringing  "  The 
Auchmountain  Warbler  "  to  see  the  light.  And  although 
that  warbler  is  silent  and  still  now,  I  fain  hope  that  the 
humble  lays  that  he  has  left  behind  him  may  be  the  means 
of  cheering  some  lone  and  weary  hearts  in  days  that  are 
yet  to  come. 

MARGARET  KING. 


BIOGRAPHICAL  NOTE. 


[Copied  from  the  "  Modern  Scottish  Poet  "  and 
Greenock  Telegraph.'] 

Daniel  King  was  born  in  Glasgow  in  1844,  and  four 
years  later  he  was  deprived  on  the  same  day  of  both  his 
parents  by  cholera.  The  family  of  four  were  soon  after- 
wards scattered  among  aunts,  who,  unfortunately  for  the 
children,  had  enough  to  do  with  themselves.  The  subject 
of  this  sketch,  at  the  age  of  nine,  having  heard  his  relative 
say  that  he  was  a  burden  in  her  family,  discovered  he  was 
truly  an  orphan. 

He  was  provided  with  a  little  money,  and  took  the  boat 
for  the  Island  of  Arran,  where  he  was  successful  in  getting 
a  situation  as  a  herd-boy.  He  remained  six  months  on 
the  island,  and  then  removed  to  West  Kilbride,  Ayrshire, 
where  he  was  employed  for  a  year  or  two  at  farm  work, 
enduring  many  hardships  and  privations.  Although  his 
education  was  of  the  scantiest  nature,  and  the  little  he  got 
was  acquired  as  he  grew  up,  he  felt  a  desire  to  learn  a 
trade.  He  therefore  removed  to  Govan,  and  was  success- 
ful in  getting  a  situation  in  a  shipbuilding  yard,  working  as 
a  labourer  for  some  time,  until  by  steady  and  diligent 
application  he  gained  the  favour  of  the  foreman  of  the 
iron  department,  and  was  taken  as  an  apprentice  to  that 
class  of  work.     He  served  his  time    faithfully,  and  was 
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afterwards  five  years  in  the  employment  of  Messrs.  John 
Elder  &  Co.,  from  which  he  removed  to  Port-Glasgow, 
where  he  received  an  appointment  as  foreman  riveter  with 
Messrs.  D.  &  J.  Dunlop  &  Co.,  shipbuilders  and  engineers, 
which  situation  he  filled  for  nineteen  years,  when  he  re- 
ceived a  similar  position  with  Messrs.  John  Scott  &  Co., 
Greenock,  and  remained  there  for  two  years,  and  by  both 
firms  his  services  were  much  appreciated. 

It  is  affecting  to  think  that  it  was  his  desire  to  be  at  his 
post  that  has  cut  him  so  prematurely  away.  Having  been 
laid  down  with  an  attack  of  influenza — that  epidemic  at 
the  time  being  prevalent — and,  returning  to  duty  despite 
his  doctor's  orders,  he  was  seized  with  inflammation  of  the 
lungs,  which  cut  him  away  in  ten  days'  illness. 

As  a  poet,  Mr.  King's  productions  must  be  known  to 
the  generality  of  our  readers.  He  was  a  frequent  con- 
tributor to  various  daily  and  weekly  papers,  and  his 
writings  bore  the  stamp  of  rare  talent.  He  was  also 
enrolled  by  Mr.  Edwards,  of  Brechin,  among  his  gallery  of 
Scottish  poets. 

It  is  a  somewhat  singular  coincidence  that  whilst  the 
hand  that  wrote  it  was  still  in  death,  a  pleasant  poem  by 
him  on  "  Twilight "  appeared  in  a  well-known  Scottish 
weekly  the  morning  he  died. 

Mr.  King  was  an  affectionate  husband  and  father,  a 
respected  office-bearer  in  Newark  Free  Church,  Port- 
Glasgow,  and  Crawfurdsburn,  Greenock;  and  an  ardent 
Freemason,  as  well  as  a  Forester. 


Zhc  Hucbmountatn  Warbler 


THE  ROSE  O'  AUCHMOUNTAIN. 

Blithe  summer  again  is  array'd  in  its  splendour, 

Each  hillside  an'  valley  is  lovely  to  see ; 
Fair  Nature  is  teeming  in  richest  o'  grandeur, 

While  birds  warble  sweetly  frae  ilka  green  tree. 
Now  Sol  in  his  glory's  majestic 'ly  mountin', 

An'  gilding  the  summits  o'  ilk  lofty  ben, 
While  I  and  dear  Mary,  the  Rose  o'  Auchmountain, 

Are  gath'ring  sweet  flow'rets  in  yon  bonnie  glen. 

Chorus. 

How  dear  to  my  heart  is  yon  bonnie  wee  fountain 
That  sprinkles  its  water  adown  the  braw  glen, 

Whaur  first  I  met  Mary,  sweet  Rose  o'  Auchmountain, 
An'  whaur  aft  oor  lips  met  when  nae  ane  did  ken. 

The  modest  wee  daisy,  wi'  pearly  dew  dreepin', 

I  own  that  its  beauty  has  power  to  en  thrill; 
But  ah  !  there's  a  flower  that  my  heart's  fondly  seekin', 

That's  sweeter  an'  fairer  and  lovelier  still. 
Amang  a'  the  joys  that  I've  noo  been  recountin', 

Or  e'er  I  can  hope  for,  or  Fortune  may  sen', 
Gie  me  my  dear  Mary,  the  Rose  o'  Auchmountain, 

To  walk  wi',  an'  talk  wi',  in  yon  bonnie  glen. 


TO  IN    AUCHMOUNTAIN    GLEN. 

IN  AUCHMOUNTAIN  GLEN. 

When  the  busy  'oors  o'  labour 

Are  suspended  for  the  day, 
When  oor  warblin'  little  songsters 

Chant  fu'  sweet  their  evening  lay, 
Then  I  lea'  the  glowin'  ingle 

O'  my  mither's  but  an'  ben 
To  meet  my  winsome  lassie 

In  Auchmountain  Glen. 

As  I  lea'  oor  cosy  biggin', 

Does  my  mither  on  me  chide  ? 
"  Na,  na,"  she  says,  fu'  kindly, 

"  Noo,  my  laddie,  dinna  bide." 
Tho'  I'm  daft  aboot  the  lassie, 

I  maun  see  her  hame  at  ten, 
Tho'  I  fain  wad  sit  till  mornin' 

In  Auchmountain  Glen. 

Ilka  evening's  ever  welcome, 

But  there's  twa  in  ilka  week, 
Ah !  the  twa  I  spend  wi'  Mary 

Brings  the  colour  to  my  cheek, 
As  I  hurry  ower  the  muirlan' 

To  yon  sweet  wee  leafy  den 
Whaur  I  woo  my  Greenock  lassie, 

In  Auchmountain  Glen. 

There  may  bloom  in  gay  profusion 
Gaudy  flowers  o'  ilka  hue, 

But  there's  nane  could  match  for  beauty 
Mary's  een  o'  bonnie  blue. 
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O'  a'  the  'oors  I  treasure 

Are  the  twa-three  'oors  I  spen' 

Wi'  yon  bonnie,  bonnie  lassie 
In  Auchmountain  Glen. 

Oh,  I  weary  for  the  gloamin', 

When  my  hammer's  set  aside  ; 
When  the  sun  is  gently  sheddin' 

His  soft  rays  athwart  the  Clyde ; 
When  I  hie  across  the  heather 

To  the  dearest  spot  I  ken, 
To  meet  yon  bonnie  lassie 

In  Auchmountain  Glen. 


THE  LITTLE  THAT  WE  HA'E. 

Wte  canna,  Maggie,  boast  o'  wealth,  God  meant  us  to  be 
puir, 

We  canna,  like  oor  lords  an'  leddies,  dine  on  costly  fare ; 

Altho'  we  canna  dress  sae  gran',  or  eat  the  same  as  they, 

We're  happy  an'  contented  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e. 
Wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e,  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e, 
We're  happy  an'  contented  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e. 

The  rank  may  ha'e  the  best  o'  ilka  thing  this  war?  can  gie, 

But  are  they,  lass,  I'd  ask  ye,  ony  happier  than  we  ? 

What  tho'  we  lack  sic  costly  gear,  there's  ae  thing  we  can 
say, 

That  Providence  has  blessed  us  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e. 
Wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e,  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e, 
Kind  Providence  has  bless'd  us  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e. 
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A  palace  may  be  nice  enough,  but,  lassie,  as  ye  ken, 
It  is  na  hauf  as  bonnie  as  oor  cosy  but  an5  ben ; 
It's  maybe  better  furnished,  but,  be  that  as  it  may, 
We're  happy  an'  contented  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e. 
Wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e,  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e, 
We're  happy  an'  contented  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e. 

How  mony  lie  on  beds  o'  down,  to  tumble,  toss,  and  rave  ! 
Their  gowd's  their  god,  but,  ah,  they  canna  tak'  it  to  the 

grave ! 
And  when  we've  streetch'd  oor  weary  banes,  the  warl'  may 

wag  away — 
We're  thankfu'  an'  contented  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e. 
Wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e,  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e, 
We're  thankfu'  an'  contented  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e. 

God  help  the  fule  that  mak's  his  wealth  his  constant  daily 
care ; 

Tho'  rowin'  'mang  his  mint  o'  gowd,  he's  aye  athirst  for  mair. 

To  mak'  en's  meet  we  ha'e,  nae  doot,  at  times  eneuch  to  dae, 

But  still  we're  ever  happy  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e. 
Wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e,  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e, 
But  still  we're  ever  happy  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e. 

There's  thousan's  lack  a  precious  gift  that  siller  wadna  buy, 

An'  Heaven,  my  lass,  has  not  withheld  that  gift  frae  you 
nor  I. 

Contentment  is  that  noble  gift,  an'  God  oor  hope  an'  stay; 

For  He  has  made  us  happy  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e. 
Wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e,  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e, 
Thank  God,  we're  ever  happy  wi'  the  little  that  we  ha'e  ! 
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BONNIE,  WINSOME  MAGGIE,  O ! 

Doon  by  the  clachan,  clean  an'  trig, 
A  wee  ayont  auld  Ru'glen  brig, 
Hoo  aften  wi'  a  heart  fu'  big 

I've  stray  d  wi'  winsome  Maggie,  O  ! 
There  in  that  cosie,  quate  retreat, 
Where  aft  the  mavis  sings  sae  sweet, 
My  boundin'  bosom  fondly  beat 

For  bonnie,  winsome  Maggie,  O  ! 

She  had  twa  een  o'  bonnie  blue, 
That  sparkled  like  the  mornin'  dew, 
And  mony  a  laddie  tried  to  woo 

My  bonnie,  winsome  Maggie,  O  ! 
Her  hair  was  like  the  yellow  gowd, 
And  on  her  head  'twas  nicely  row'd, 
And  I  can  tell  ye  I  'was  proud 

O'  bonnie,  winsome  Maggie,  O  ! 

Her  cheeks  were  like  the  rose  in  bloom 
That  grows  in  summer's  balmy  June, 
There  was  na  ane  the  kintra  roon' 

Could  match  wi'  winsome  Maggie,  O 
Though  five-and-twenty  years  ha'e  gane 
Since  I  made  Maggie  Ralph  my  ain, 
This  heart  o'  mine  still  beats  the  same 

For  bonnie,  winsome  Maggie,  O  ! 
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THE  BANDSMAN'S  SONG. 

Dedicated  to  Mr.  Robert  Whiteford,  Bandmaster, 
and  the  Members  of  the  Greenock  Artillery 
Band. 
When  the  groves  are  clad  in  their  robes  o'  green, 
An'  Clyde  like  a  mirror  o'  dazzlin'  sheen, 
Braw  lads  an'  lassies  in  their  thousands  are  seen 
On  oor  Esplanade  in  the  e'enin'. 

When  the  roundy  sun  has  begun  to  fade, 
An'  Benlomon'  wrapp'd  up  in  his  dark  grey  plaid, 
Then  the  thousands  lo'e  to  meet  on  the  Esplanade 
Oor  Artillery  Band  in  the  e'enin'. 

As  the  mune's  pale  face  keeps  keekin'  doon 
On  the  sweet  gowden  hairst-rigs  roon'  an'  roon', 
E'en  then  the  cream  o'  dear  auld  Greenock  toon 
Flock  to  hear  oor  bandsmen  in  the  e'enin'. 

Yon  lads  aye  like  to  see  ilka  ane  there 
Wha  ha'e  on  their  han'  a  wee  while  to  spare ; 
They're  sae  keen  to  please,  'twad  only  be  fair 
To  gang  yont  and  hear  them  ilka  e'enin'. 

There  are  few  I  ween,  I  can  safely  say, 
But  could  list  to  oor  bandsmen  nicht  or  day ; 
'Tis  delightful  to  hear  them  sae  tunefully  play 
Oor  auld  Scottish  sangs  in  the  e'enin'. 

Success  to  the  lads  we  sae  fondly  lo'e, 
Oor  Artillery  Band  in  their  garb  o'  blue ; 
Thanks  to  their  chief,  an'  their  dashin'  captain  too, 
For  providin'  us  sic  music  in  the  e'enin's. 
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RISE   AN'    COME   AWA'. 

Come,  lassie,  dinna  sit  sae  eerie, 
Docri's  the  he'rt  that's  never  cheerie ; 
Come  awa',  O  come,  my  dearie, 

To  yon  bonnie  glen. 
We'll  seek  oot  some  neuk  fu'  cosy, 
'Mang  yon  foliage  red  an'  rosy ; 
Gin  I  kiss  my  bonnie  posy 

Ithers  winna  ken. 

Chorus. 
Come  awa',  my  bonnie  lass, 

Simmer  bids  us  hither  draw ; 
Let  us,  ere  the  ev'nin'  pass, 

Spend  an  'oor  in  yonder  shaw. 

'Neath  yon  shade  o'  rich  profusion, 

Clear  o'  bustle  an'  confusion, 

Whaur  there's  nocht  but  sweet  seclusion 

Baith  for  you  an'  me. 
Come,  my  lassie,  dinna  swither, 
Let  us  to  yon  spot  draw  hither 

In  oor  wildest  glee. 

Come  awa',  my  winsome  posy, 
We  will  mak'  oorsel's  fu'  cosy, 
Whaur,  upon  yon  twig  fu'  rosy, 

Fa's  the  ev'nin'  dew. 
Come,  we'll  ha'e  oor  ev'nin'  ramble 
'Mang  the  whins  an'  fragrant  bramble; 
There,  while  gleefully  we  gambol, 

I  will  pree  your  mou\ 
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There,  wi'  Nature's  robes  aroon'  us, 
Birdies  pipin'  sweet  abune  us, 
We'll  mak'  Cupid  sweetly  croon  us 

Ere  we  hameward  stray. 
Ease  the  load  I've  had  to  carry, 
A'  for  you,  sweet  winsome  Mary ; 
Dinna,  lassie,  langer  tarry, 

Rise  an'  come  away. 


THE  GIFTED  BARD  O'  GOVANHILL. 

(Robert  W.  Thom.) 

Sing  on,  sweet  bard,  for  ane  an'  a' 

Maun  join  ye  in  the  chorus ; 
Tune  up  yer  lyre  an'  ca'  awa', 

An'  throw  the  glamour  o'er  us. 
Tho'  'yont  the  threescore  years  an'  ten, 

Yer  unco  guid  at  rantin', 
An'  when  ye  lift  yer  classic  pen, 

Yer  music  is  enchantin'. 

Gilnllan  lauded  ye  wi'  praise — 

An'  he  is  fond  o'  singin' ; 
An'  Carlyle,  in  yer  younger  days, 

Yer  praises  set  a-ringin'. 
That  worthy  sage  was  hard  to  please — 

An'  Tammas  was  nae  tumphy ; 
Had  ye  no  sung  wi'  grace  an'  ease, 

Ye'd  been  wi'  Tarn  a  grumphy. 
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IT'S  A  LANG  LANE  THAT  HASNA  A  TURN. 

Tho'  the  sky's  dark  an'  dreary  an'  cheerless  the  noo, 

Bright  Sol  will  again  soon  appear, 
An'  rend  the  dark  clouds  o'  adversity  thro', 

That  noo  seem  sae  dismal  an'  drear. 
The  hames  that  are  noo  o'  ilk  comfort  bereft, 

An'  the  hearts  that  in  sorrow  noo  mourn, 
Will  again  see  the  bright  azure  clouds  i'  the  lift : 

It's  a  lang  lane  that  hasna  a  turn. 

Chorus. 

Let  us  aye,  freens,  be  cheerie,  whate'er  be  oor  lot, 
An'  sad  gloomy  thoughts  let  us  spurn ; 

Guid  days  'ill  come  yet,  I  will  wager  a  groat : 
It's  a  lang  lane  that  hasna  a  turn. 

Prosperity  yet  will  flow  on  like  a  stream, 

"  If  we  wait  for  the  turn  o'  the  tide ; " 
And  in  joy  those  who  slumber  shall  wake  from  their  dream 

When  the  hammers  resound  o'er  the  Clyde. 
Tho'  oor  shipbuilding  yards  have  been  hush'd  for  a  while, 

And  oor  prospect's  noo  dark  an'  forlorn, 
Kind  Fortune  again  will  bestow  us  her  smile  : 

It's  a  lang  lane  that  hasna  a  turn. 

Then  let  us  be  patient  an'  ne'er  be  dooncast, 

But  still  let  us  hope  an'  confide 
That  the  wave  o'  depression  is  noo  nearly  past 

That's  sweeping  oor  famed  river  Clyde. 
The  guid  days  again,  freens,  'ill  yet  ca'  oor  gate, 

An'  the  wark  to  oor  shipyards  return, 
So  dinna  be  dooncast,  but  patiently  wait  : 

It's  a  lang  lane  that  hasna  a  turn. 
B 
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SWEET   JEANIE    DALE. 

I  think  o'  ye,  Jean,  as  I  clamber  the  braes, 

Or  sit  mysel'  doon  'neath  yon  bonnie  haw-tree ; 
My  mind  wan'ers  back  to  the  blithe  summer  days 

We  spent  there  when  weanies  in  innocent  glee. 
'Twas  yonder,  fu'  snug  'neath  the  sweet-scented  thorn, 

I  pressed  to  my  bosom  the  pride  o'  the  vale ; 
An'  there,  sad  an'  lonely,  in  silence  I  mourn 

The  loss  o'  that  blossom,  my  sweet  Jeanie  Dale. 

I  think  o'  ye,  Jean,  when  in  sicht  o'  the  Manse — 

The  auld  Parish  Manse  at  the  foot  o'  the  glen — 
An'  fancy  I  hear,  ilka  step  I  advance, 

The  minister  sayin',  "  Jist  come  awa'  ben." 
'Twas  yonder  twa  stood  in  sweet  union  divine, 

As  happy's  the  gull  on  the  breast  o'  the  gale; 
An'  aye  as  I  pass  that  auld  hoosie  sin'  syne, 

I  think  o'  ye,  Jeanie,  my  sweet  Jeanie  Dale. 

I  think  o'  ye,  Jean,  as  I  sit  by  the  grave 

O'  ane  I  lo'ed  dearly  for  mony  lang  years ; 
An'  there,  like  the  force  o'  some  wild  rushin'  wave, 

My  feelings  gie  vent  to  some  sorrowfu'  tears ; 
For  brawly  I  kent,  as  we  laid  ye  to  rest, 

I  ne'er  wad  again  on  sic  goodness  regale ; 
An'  noo,  in  deep  anguish  an'  sorrow  opprest, 

I  grieve  o'er  ye,  Jeanie,  my  sweet  Jeanie  Dale. 

T  think  o'  ye,  Jean,  when  devotion  we  pay 

To  Him  wha  for  us  suffer' d  sorrow  and  shame  ; 

But  mair  sae  when  oor  youngest  lammie  '11  say, 
"  I  wish,  daddie,  mammie  wad  come  awa'  hame." 
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Thae  words  like  a  cancer  eat  into  the  core; 

Fu'  sad,  like  the  bairnies,  yer  loss  I  bewail ; 
An'  till  we  a'  meet  whaur  there's  partin'  no  more, 

I'll  think  o'  ye,  Jeanie,  my  sweet  Jeanie  Dale. 


BE    HOPEFUL. 


Though  friends  may  forsake  you,  or  foes  you  deride, 

Or  poverty  knock  at  your  door, 
Look  upward,  take  courage,  the  Lord  will  provide, 

For  He  is  the  friend  of  the  poor. 
Though  clouds  of  adversity  darken  your  way 

Till  almost  unable  to  bear, 
Be  patient,  for  sunshine  will  clear  them  away — 

Be  hopeful,  oh  !  never  despair. 

Though  often  repulsed  in  the  battle  of  life, 

Oh  !  ne'er  be  a  coward  or  knave ; 
Look  upward  to  Him  who  can  banish  all  strife, 

And  make  you  both  dauntless  and  brave. 
'Midst  all  your  afflictions,  oh  !  never  give  way, 

Though  many  should  fall  to  your  share  : 
There's  none  in  "  yon  land  "  that  is  brighter  than  day 

Be  hopeful,  oh  !  never  despair. 

The  cold  hand  of  Death  may  bring  sorrow  and  pain, 

By  taking  a  loved  one  away  ; 
Look  upward,  dear  brother,  you  cannot  detain, 

God's  summons  we  all  must  obey. 


)  TO    MAGGIE    (MRS.)    KING. 

He  often  sends  trials,  in  order  to  teach 
The  loved  ones  that's  under  His  care ; 

Depend  on  it,  He  will  soon  heal  up  the  breach- 
Be  hopeful,  oh  !  never  despair. 

Life's  journey,  dear  brother,  is  only  a  span, 

A  short  step  'tween  cradle  and  grave ; 
While  here,  let  us  strive  to  do  all  that  we  can 

To  merit  a  place  'mong  the  brave. 
The  scoffer  may  sneer,  but  ah  !  do  not  forget, 

There's  One  who  all  demons  can  dare ; 
So  up  and  be  doing,  ne'er  sit  down  and  fret — 

Be  hopeful,  oh  !  never  despair. 


TO  MAGGIE  (Mrs.)  KING. 

'Mang  a'  the  joys  I  ha'e  in  life,  gie  me  an'  'oor  to  spen' 
Alang  wi'  my  dear  Maggie,  adoon  Auchmountain  glen. 
Gang  whaur  I  will  I  canna  find  a  flower  sae  fresh  an'  fair ; 
Gang  whaur  I    may,  thou'rt  aye   to   me    a   gem   beyond 

compare. 
In  every  thought  and  walk  thro'  life,  where'er  my  lot  be  cast, 
Entwined  around  my  heart  thou'lt  be,  an'  cherish'd  to  the 

last. 

Kind-hearted  thou  hast  ever  been,  my  hope,  my  guiding 

star; 
Increasing  still  in  mutual  love  as  years  roll  on  we  are. 
Not  wealth  I  crave,  nor  envy  those  who  boast  false,  fleeting 

fame; 
Gie  me  sweet  Maggie's  loving  smile  to  cheer  my  humble 

hame. 
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MY   AIN,    MY   BONNIE   JEAN. 

In  yon  fragrant  flow'ry  dell, 

Shelter 'd  frae  the  Norlan'  breeze, 
Stan's  a  hoosie  by  itsel', 

Hid  amang  the  leafy  trees  : 
But  it's  no'  the  hoose  ava 

Gars  me  gang  that  gate  at  e'en  ; 
Love  compels  me  aft  to  ca' 

On  my  ain,  my  bonnie  Jean. 

Chorus. 

For  the  lassie's  fair  to  see, 

Brightly  beams  her  hazel  een — 

Oh  !  there's  nane  sae  dear  to  me 
As  my  ain,  my  bonnie  Jean. 

Brighter  than  the  rose's  hue 

Is  her  soft  vermilion  cheek, 
And  her  smiling,  cherry  mou', 

Honey  ne'er  was  half  so  sweet : 
An'  the  love-light  o'  her  e'e, 

Sparkling  wi'  enchanting  sheen, 
Wad  the  bird  wile  frae  the  tree — 

Oh  !  so  charming  is  my  Jean. 

Song-birds  pipin'  loud  and  clear, 

Frae  the  woodland  and  the  grove, 
Ah  !  my  heart  you  canna  cheer 

Like  the  voice  o'  her  I  love  : 
Fairer  flower  ne'er  deck'd  the  lea, 

Richer  gem  was  never  seen — 
Oh,  so  sweet  an'  dear  to  me 

Is  my  ain,  my  bonnie  Jean. 
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MARY    AND    ME. 


My  heart's  aye  fu'  cheerie 

When  wi'  my  wee  dearie, 
I  lo'e  the  sweet  smile  o'  her  bonnie  blue  e'e. 

She's  guileless  an'  bonnie, 

I  don't  think  there's  ony 
That  feels  half  sae  happy  as  Mary  and  me. 

Her  smile  is  enchantin', 

There's  naethin'  awantin', 
She  has  a'  the  grace  that  maiden  could  ha'e. 

Her  cheeks  are  fu'  rosy. 

She's  just  my  wee  posy, 
Gin  ocht  wad  us  sever,  oh,  what  wad  I  dae? 

Her  modesty's  peerless, 

She  never  feels  cheerless, 
'Bune  her  lily-white  broo  waves  her  braw  yellow  hair. 

I  lo'e  her  fu'  dearly, 

I  lo'e  her  sincerely, 
I  canna  help  lo'in'  a  maiden  sae  fair. 

We  aften  sit  wooin', 

Like  cushats  when  cooin', 
I  aft  steal  a  kiss  frae  her  ripe  cherrie  mou'. 

She  tells  me  to  quate  it, 

Next  meenit  I'm  at  it, 
Oh,  what  wad  this  life  be  without  my  wee  doo? 


GOD    BLESS    THE    DEAR    WEE    CREATURES. 

Hoo  happy  we  ramble 

'Mang  brackens  an'  bramble, 
As  up  the  Glenburnie  we  tak'  oor  bit  stroll. 

While  wee  birds  sing  cheerie, 

We'll  rest  us,  my  dearie, 
In  yon  cosy  neuk  in  the  glen  o'  Devol. 


GOD    BLESS    THE    DEAR    WEE    CREATURES. 
(A  Lullaby.) 

I  lo'e  the  bairnies'  prattle, 

There's  nocht  sae  dear  to  me  ; 
Thro'  a'  their  din  an'  rattle 

I  join  them  in  their  glee. 
Ilk  ev'nin'  brings  me  pleasure. 

After  labour's  toil  and  pains  ; 
Then  I  can  sit  at  leisure 

Wi'  my  rosy-cheeked  weans. 

God  bless  the  dear  wee  creatures, 

Wi'  their  gowden  ringlets  fair, 
An'  their  sweet,  angelic  features, 

Without  e'en  a  trace  o'  care. 
May  sorrow's  dart  ne'er  sting  ye, 

Nor  fin'  shelter  in  your  breast, 
But  angels  watch  an'  guard  you, 

While  your  eyes  are  closed  in  rest. 
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A  HAPPY  CHANGE. 

Yes,  Billy,  old  boy,  I'm  happy  to  say 
I've  done  with  beer,  whisky,  and  gin ; 

The  battle  raged  long, 

The  devil  was  strong, 
But  Jack  was  determined  to  win. 

Win,  did  I  say  ?     Ah,  a  stronger  than  I 
Impell'd  me  to  rush  on  the  foe ; 

With  Him  at  my  head 

I'd  nothing  to  dread, 
And  Satan  was  forced  to  let  go. 

You  seem  to  be  doubtful  of  what  I've  said, 
The  way  you  keep  looking  me  through ; 

I  see  by  your  eyes 

You've  got  a  surprise, 
Yet,  nevertheless,  it  is  true. 

Go  down  to  yon  cot  near  the  old  grey  mill, 
Where  happiness  reigneth  supreme, 

And  ask  of  my  wife, 

The  joy  of  my  life, 
If  what  I  have  said  be  a  dream. 

You'll  hear,  as  you  enter  that  dear  old  home, 
Our  little  ones  shouting  with  glee ; 

The  curse  is  away, 

Thank  God  we  can  say, 
It  is  now  what  a  home  should  be. 
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GRANNIE  RALPH. 

Auld  Grannie  Ralph  is  turning  frail, 
She  noo  is  'yont  threescore  and  ten ; 

Tho'  boo'd  a  wee  wi'  warly  cares, 
She  wisna  sae  when  young,  ye  ken. 

Altho'  her  hair  is  silver  grey, 

'Twas  ance  as  black's  the  raven's  wing ; 
The  voice  that  ance  was  sweet  an'  clear 

Has  lost  the  canty,  cheerie  ring. 

Her  hazel  e'e  is  gettin'  dim, 

She'd  hardly  ken  ye  pass  the  door ; 

The  ear  that  ance  was  sharp  is  dull — 
To  tell  her  ocht  ye  ha'e  to  roar. 

Yet,  Grannie,  tho'  ye  noo  are  frail, 
An'  stamp'd  wi'  Time's  unerring  crest, 

I've  seen  the  day  when  ye  were  hale, 
An'  could  appear  amang  the  best. 

'Mang  a'  the  lassies  blithe  and  braw, 
My  word,  ye  aye  could  haud  your  ain, 

When  tripping  thro'  the  birken  shaw, 
Or  pu'in'  daisies  frae  the  plain. 

The  blush  upon  your  rosy  cheek 
Was  envied  by  the  lassies  a' ; 

The  dimples  then  played  "hide-an'-seek," 
While  wooers  braw  wad  on  ye  ca\ 
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Noo,  Grannie,  tho'  life's  lamp  is  low — 
Your  inch  o'  taper  wearin'  dune— 

Oh !  happy  thought,  to  feel  an'  know 
You're  gaun  to  dwell  wi'  Him  abune. 


A  FOND  FAREWELL. 


The  following  Lines  were  Written  to  his  Fellow- 
foremen  on  the  Author  Leaving  the  Employ 
of  Messrs.  D.  &  J.  Dunlop  &  Co. 

I  fain  wad  sing  a  pairtin'  sang 
For  freenship's  sake  before  I  gang ; 
But,  haith,  I  feel  a  somethin'  wrang 

Aboot  the  he'rt, 
It  fairly  knocks  me  aff  the  fang 

Frae  ye  to  pairt. 

To  pairt  wi'  freens  sae  leal  an'  true 
Gars  ane  feel  dooncast  i'  the  mou' ; 
For  we've  wi'  ane  anither  drew 

Like  folk  abune, 
An'  stuck  to  ane  anither  too 

Thro'  thick  an'  thin. 

Noo  eighteen  pleasant  years  ha'e  past 

Sin'  first  my  lot  wi'  ye  I  cast ; 

An'  freens  I've  made,  baith  firm  an'  fast, 

That  I  noo  lea' ; 
But  best  o'  freens  maun  pairt  at  last, 

Vex'd  though  we  be. 
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YE  DON'T  TAK'  THE  RICHT  WEY  O'  TAM. 

Ye  don't  tak'  the  rieht  wey  o'  Tarn,  Betty  Blair, 
No,  ye  don't  tak'  the  richt  wey  o'  Tam  ; 

If  trig,  tosh,  an'  cleanly,  I'm  perfectly  shair 
Ye  wad  sune  wane  the  chiel  aff  the  dram, 

Betty  Blair;  ye'd  sune  wane  the  chiel  aff  the  dram. 

What  is  it  for  Tam  to  come  name,  Betty  Blair, 

To  a  hoose  in  a  perfect  uproar, 
Whaur  dishes  an'  dirt  lie  in  heaps  here  an'  there, 

An'  the  ashes,  Lo'd,  oot  to  the  door, 
Betty  Blair  ;  the  ashes,  Lo'd,  oot  to  the  door  ? 

Nae  wonner  Tam  rins  to  the  pub,  Betty  Blair, 
For  he's  minus  the  comforts  o'  hame, 

An'  aften  ye  say  he's  as  surly's  a  bear, 
But  I'm  think  in'  it's  you  that's  to  blame, 

Betty  Blair;  I'm  thinkin'  it's  you  that's  to  blame. 

The  hoose  micht  be  cosy  an'  snod,  Betty  Blair, 
It  wad  cheer  up  puir  Tammas  I  ween, 

'Twad  lichten  dull  care,  tho'  fu'  weary  an'  sair, 
Gin  he  saw  a'  thing  tidy  an'  clean, 

Betty  Blair ;  gin  a'  things  were  tidy  an'  clean. 

Keep  clear  o'  yon  gossipin'  crew,  Betty  Blair, 

Ah,  my  woman,  forsake  sic  a  clan ; 
The  woman  that  blethers  for  'oors  on  the  stair, 

Lo'd,  she  canna  attend  to  her  man, 
Betty  Blair ;  she  canna  attend  to  her  man. 
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LINES  WRITTEN   ON  THE  S.S.  "  MONARCH." 

Built  by  Messrs.    D.    &   J.    Dunlop   &   Co.  for   the 
purpose  of  Cable-laying. 

The  "  Monarch  "  and  her  noble  crew 

Has  left  our  rugged  Scottish  shore, 
And  many  a  one  will  long  to  see 

Her  jolly,  manly  crew  once  more. 
From  Lumsden  down  to  jolly  Jack 

No  finer  fellows  ploughed  the  sea ; 
And  all  who  know  that  noble  band 

Will  wish  them  joy  where'er  they  be. 

For  Merrie  England  well  may  boast 

Her  power  upon  the  deep  blue  sea ; 
For  men  like  those  can  ne'er  disgrace 

The  flag  that's  borne  aloft  so  free. 
Her  greatness  lies  in  noble  deeds 

Performed  by  sailors  good  and  brave ; 
For  in  the  battle  and  the  breeze 

That  noble  flag  will  always  wave. 

God  speed  the  cable-laying  craft, 

And  keep  her  from  the  breakers  free, 
And  may  success  her  mission  crown 

O'er  every  clime  and  every  sea. 
May  favourite  breezes  waft  her  o'er 

The  silvery-crested  swelling  tide, 
And  may  both  crew  and  vessel  prove 

An  honour  to  the  river  Clyde. 
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THE  "CITY  OF  NEW  YORK." 

The  Thomsons,  Jock,  may  well  be  proud, 

They've  reason  to  be  sae, 
For  yon's  a  model  piece  o'  wark 
They  launched  the  ither  day  : 
There's  no'  afloat, 
I;d  ha'e  ye  note, 
Her  equal  far  an'  wide  ; 
A  finer  steamer  never  grac'd 
Our  far-famed  river  Clyde. 

Yon  Leviathan's  lines  are  chaste, 

There's  nae  twa  ways  o'  that, 
Tho'  sic  a  size,  she  really  looks 
A  princely  model  yacht ; 
She's  trig  an'  fine, 
But  bear  in  min', 
She's  strong  on  ilka  side  ; 
A  better  job  I'd  safely  say 
Has  never  left  the  Clyde. 

They  talk  aboot  their  English  crafts, 

And  mak'  a  perfect  noise  — 
Alongside  sic  a  stately  hull 
They'd  only  look  like  toys ; 
To  mak'  a  trip, 
In  sic  a  ship, 
Our  Queen  micht  well  confide ; 
A  safer  steamer  never  grac'd 
Our  bonnie  river  Clyde. 
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MALL  M'lVER. 

I  kent  blithe  Rab  MTver  fine 
Sin'  first  he  joined  the  "  Caliie," 

But  I've  a  better  richt  to  min' 
His  winsome  wifie  Mallie. 

Altho'  the  lass  an'  I  had  gane 
For  twa-three  years  thegither. 

Ae  nicht  she  telt  me,  plump  an'  plain, 
Her  heart  was  in  anither. 

I  telt  her  aye  she'd  be  my  ain, 
But  aye  the  lassie  dooted  ; 

"  In  fac',"  quo'  Mall,  uto  mak'  it  plain, 
Ye're  unco  lang  aboot  it." 

My  he'rt  was  ever  in  the  lass, 
'Twas  a'  I  had  tae  gie  her : 

An'  seldom  did  the  e'enin'  pass 
I  wadna  gang  an'  see  her. 

Before  Rab  made  Mall  Brown  his  wife 
The  lassie  was  fu'  cheerie ; 

But  noo  she's  draggin'  thro'  a  life 
Baith  mis'rable  an'  eerie. 


JOSEPH  CHAMBERLAIN. 

Some  folk  at  Chamberlain  may  sneer, 
An'  ca'  him  names  that's  unco  queer ; 
For  leavin'  Wull  'mid  sic  a  steer 
They  brand  him  a  deserter. 
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He  had  to  lea'  the  Grand  Auld  Man, 
They  couldna  on  the  ae  plank  stan' ; 
For  no'  acceptin'  Wullie's  plan 
They  ca'  him  a  deserter. 

He  difTer'd  frae  his  chief  awee, 
Fir  weel  he  saw  they  couldna  'gree  : 
For  speakin'  oot  his  mind  sae  free 
Folk  ca'  him  a  deserter. 

He  griev'd  to  lea'  his  aged  sire, 
But  conscience  whisper' d,  "  Joe,  retire  ;  " 
Fanatics  noo,  wi'  burnin'  ire, 
Ca'  him  a  base  deserter. 

He  ponder'd  o'er  his  chieftain's  bill, 
But  couldna  swallow  sic  a  pill, 
An',  as  it  stood,  come  guid  or  ill, 

He'd  brave  the  word  "  deserter." 

'Twas  hard  to  lea'  his  leader's  side, 
His  dear,  auld,  much-respected  guide ; 
Because  he  couldna  langer  bide, 
Fules  ca'  him  a  deserter. 

He's  laboured  hard,  wi'  ardent  zeal, 
To  help  ilk  honest  workin'  chiel ; 
His  heart  is  in  the  nation's  weal, 
Tho'  aften  dubb'd  "  deserter." 

Some  think  Joe's  gaun  to  turn  his  coat — 
Sic  rubbish  isna  worth  a  groat ; 
Frae  sic  a  weel-tried,  safe  auld  boat 
He'll  ne'er  be  a  deserter. 
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Tho'  folk  may  sneer  on  ilka  han', 
For  justice  Joe  will  upricht  stan'; 
For  Ireland's  rights  he  is  the  man, 
This  dauntless,  brave  deserter. 

Lang  live  this  noble-hearted  chiel, 
This  statesman  that  we  lo'e  sae  weel, 
He'll  some  day  grasp  the  auld  State  wheel, 
This  heroic  deserter. 


ODE  TO  A  FAVOURITE  CANARY. 

Puir  thing,  when  ye  wis  at  yerseP, 
The  mavis  doon  in  yonder  dell 
Couldna  raise  his  notes  sae  well 

As  ye  could  dae  ; 
'Deed,  dickie,  I  feel  sad  mysel' 

To  see  ye  sae. 

I've  aften  heard  ye  merrily  sing, 

Until  ye  made  the  rafters  ring  ; 

When  crabb'd,  I've  felt  inclined  to  ding 

Ye  aff  the  spar  ; 
But  ne'er  will  I  again,  puir  thing, 

Yer  music  mar. 

Puir  dickie,  ye're  no  weel  ava, 

I  wish  I  saw  ye  weel  awa' ; 

Ye  fin'  it  hard  yer  breath  to  draw — 

For  you  I  feel ; 
Yer  feathers  toosy — ance  sae  braw — 

I  see  fu'  weel. 
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Hoo  aft  ye've  made  me  glad  indeed, 

To  see  ye  nibble  at  yer  seed ; 

And  oh,  hoo  quick  ye'd  turn  yer  heid 

An'  chirp  to  me  ! 
Puir  birdie,  when  ye're  caul'  and  deid, 

I'll  think  o'  thee. 

But,  my  wee  bird,  ye're  no'  yer  lane, 
Altho'  for  you  I  noo  mak'  mane ; 
We  a'  in  time  maun  daunner  hame — 

Baith  great  an'  sma' ; 
But,  warbler  sweet,  here  ends  your  pain, 

When  breath's  awa'. 
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It's  really  amazin',  but  still  it's  a  fac', 

That  Clydebank  is  makin'  great  progress  the  noo, 

Jist  cast  yer  e'e  there  but  some  twa-three  years  back — 
I'm  thinkin'  a  wonnerfu'  change  ye  will  view. 

Ye  couldna  then  travel  the  length  o'  yersel' 
Without  wadin'  up  tae  the  ankles  in  glaur; 

An'  no'  only  that,  but  the  unpleasant  smell 
We  had  to  endure  was  a  hantle  sicht  waur. 

The  women  had  mony  a  wearisome  tramp, 

An'  aft  had  to  carry  a  gey  heavy  load, 
Withoot  the  assistance  o'  gas-licht  or  lamp 

To  guide  the  puir  buddies  alang  the  dark  road. 

c 
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The  scene  noo  is  changed,  an'  I'm  thankfu'  to  say 
We've  noo  got  braw  shops  that's  baith  tidy  an'  clean ; 

Look  in  at  their  windows  ilk  'oor  o'  the  day— 
Their  splendour,  I'll  wager,  '11  dazzle  yer  een. 

We'll  jist  tak'  frae  Yoker  richt  doon  to  Dalmuir — 

Some  twa-three  years  back  scarce  a  hoose  could  be  seen 

It's  no  muckle  wonner  that  wayfarers  stare 

At  oor  bonnie  wee  Borough  sae  tidy  an'  clean. 

Then  here's  to  Clydebank,  an'  lang  may  it  flourish, 
An'  here's  to  the  Thomsons — George,  Jamie,  an'  a' — 

Their  names  let  us  honour  an'  aye  fondly  cherish, 
For  they  were  the  men  made  oor  Borough  sae  braw. 

It's  needless  to  say  that  in  shipbuilding  fame 

They've  aye  been  the  foremost  an'  held  the  front  rank ; 

They're  second  to  nane  that's  abroad  or  at  hame — 
The  J.  &  G.  Thomsons  o'  bonnie  Clydebank. 


RHYME. 

There's  no'  anither  paper  like  the  Weekly  News,  I  ken, 
Has  dune  sae  muckle  to  redress  the  wrangs  o'  working  men; 
The  puir  bit  servant  lassie,  that  wad  fain  express  her  views, 
Can  dae  sae  frank  an'  freely  in  the  columns  o'  the  News. 
Its  pages  aye  are  open  for  the  guid  o'  working  folk — 
They  stan'  unrivall'd,  let  me  say,  for  stories  or  a  joke  ; 
An'  noo  that  gloomy  winter  '11  be  on  us  in  a  crack, 
I'd  ha'e  ye  a'  to  read  the  tale  o'  little  hero  Jack, 
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Oh,  what  a  nicht !  oh,  what  a  nicht ! 

Get  up  an'  steek  the  door ; 
Ripe  up  the  ribs,  mak'  a'  things  bricht, 

An'  never  ruin'  the  stoor. 
Oh,  wine,  we  should  thankfu'  be 

For  sic  a  cosy  hame  ! 
Jist  noo  there's  mony  a  tearfu'  e'e, 

An'  mony  an  empty  wame. 

Oh,  what  a  nicht !  oh,  what  a  nicht ! 

The  win'  is  cauld  an'  keen ; 
Let's  thank  the  Lord  wi'  a'  oor  micht 

To  think  hoo  good  He's  been. 
For  oh,  there's  mony  an'  honest  chiel, 

An'  wife  and  bairnies  tae, 
That's  sittin'  in  a  hreless  biel, 

Fu'  weary,  sad,  an'  wae  ! 

Come,  Meg,  pit  on  a  rousin'  fire, 

For  oh,  the  nicht  is  cauld  ! 
The  win'  when  blawin'  frae  the  East 

Wad  chill  baith  young  an'  auld. 
Noo,  Maggie,  smash  that  lump  o'  coal- 

That's  it !  ye' re  daein'  braw — 
My  feet  wi'  caul'  I  canna  thole, 

They're  jist  like  lumps  o'  snaw. 
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Ca'  canny,  man,  Andy,  there's  nae  saying  when 
You  may  get  a  dooncome,  mind  that  like  a  man  ; 
Keep  mind  that  you're  human — God  made  ane  and  a' — 
For  fear  you  come  down  wi'  a  terrible  fa'. 
You  ha'e  coorted  position  regardless  o'  cost, 
And  then  to  your  cronies  you  made  it  your  boast 
Thatyour  long-looked-for victory's  been  crooned  wi'success- 
But  watch,  lad,  you  dinna  get  into  a  mess. 

I  like  to  see  rising  the  ladder  o'  fame 
Men  wha  the  moral  law  strive  to  maintain, 
Wha  mak'  it  their  study  to  dae  what  they  can 
To  assist  in  the  guid  o'  their  puir  fellow-man. 
Noo,  Andy,  don't  covet  mair  wark  than  ye  ha'e, 
For,  Lo'd,  ye  ha'e  mair  than  ye're  able  to  dae ; 
Fu'  oft  ha'e  I  screened  ye — and  that  fine  ye  ken — 
For  fear  that  the  "  big  fellow's  "  tongue  wad  descend. 

Tak'  coonsel,  man,  Andy,  I  wad  fain  ha'e  ye  learn 
If  you  canna  dae  guid  dinna  try  to  dae  harm  ; 
Look  after  your  ain  work,  noo,  mind  what  I  say, 
And  I  think  that  ye'll  fin'  ye  hae  plenty  to  dae. 
Be  humble,  man,  Andy,  dinna  bellow  and  blaw, 
The  world's  big  enough,  there's  room  for  us  a'; 
It's  only  oor  duty  the  wee  while  we're  here 
To  comfort  each  ither  and  dry  up  a  tear. 
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LINES  WRITTEN  ON  THE  STEAM  YACHT 
"  FOROS." 

Built  by  Messrs.  John   Scott  &  Co.,  Greenock. 

Down  daggers,  my  hearties,  she's  off  and  away, 

Hurrah  !  she  is  safe  in  our  beautiful  bay  ; 

The  eyes  of  beholders  are  beaming  with  pride 

On  the  best-finished  yacht  ever  launch'd  on  the  Clyde. 

The  fame  of  our  Watson,  of  "  Thistle  "  renown, 
Will  go  with  this  gem  to  posterity  down  • 
Such  a  beauty  all  over,  with  faultless  design — 
None  better  e'er  launched  on  the  Mersey  or  Tyne. 

Like  a  swan  on  the  water  she  gracefully  glides, 
While  th'  sea-birds  so  sportively  play  round  her  sides  : 
The  envy  of  nations  this  beauty  shall  be, 
And  many  will  call  her  "  sweet  gem  o'  the  sea." 

And  as  for  the  builders,  they  well  deserve  praise, 
For  many  fine  vessels  have  now  left  their  "  ways ; " 
For  steaming  or  sailing,  where'er  you  may  go, 
The  finest  are  builded  by  John  Scott  6^  Co. 
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We  maun  gang  doon  the  water, 

But  I'll  tell  ye  what  it  is, 
It's  onything  but  pleesure 

To  gang  doon  'mang  sic  a  bizz. 
The  steamer  it  wis  packed — 

Lo'd,  ye  never  saw  the  like — 
Oor  Tam  had  scarcely  room  eneuch 

To  fill  his  cutty  pipe. 
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Sic  dancin'  an'  sic  hoochin' 

I  declare  wad  set  ye  mad, 
An'  the  singin'  an'  the  shoutin' 

Wis  every  whit  as  bad. 
Puir  Tammie  lost  his  temper, 

For  he  could  nae  langer  thole, 
An'  shouted  oot,  "  Haud  aff  my  taes, 

Or  I  bet  I'll  kick  for  goal." 

Twa  great  big  Irish  navvies, 

Ca'ed  Pat  and  Mick  M'Ghee, 
Rose  up  to  try  an'  shake  their  fit, 

When  Pat  labb'd  on  my  knee. 
Oor  Tam  he  noo  peeled  aff  his  coat 

An'  made  to  go  for  Pat, 
When  Mickie  shouts,  "I  say,  ould  boy, 

'  Where  did  you  get  that  hat  ? '  " 

Noo  Tam  wis  in  an  awfu'  rage, 

An'  said  he'd  fecht  the  pair, 
When  some  ane  in  the  crood  bawled  oot, 

"  Ye'd  better  cut  yer  hair." 
Tam  wis  noo  in  sic  a  funk, 

He  swore  he'd  clear  the  boat, 
When  some  ane  shouted,  "  Hey  !  auld  man, 

Ye'll  be  caul'  withoot  yer  coat." 

I  raise  an'  got  a  haud  o'  him, 

An'  said,  "  Tammie,  come  wi'  me  ; 

Pit  on  yer  coat  an'  be  a  man, 
An'  the  Steward  we  will  see." 
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I'm  gled  he  took  my  biddin', 

Sae  we  slippit  doon  the  stair ; 
I  had  my  hauf,  an'  Tarn  his  pint — 

But  min',  no  ae  drap  mair. 


We  noo  arrived  at  Rothesay, 

An'  we  had  a  pleasant  day ; 
Oh,  my  !  it  was  delightfu' 

Jist  to  see  the  bonnie  bay, 
An'  the  wee  boats  sailin'  roun'  it, 

Wi'  their  sails  sae  clean  an'  bricht. 
I  think  I  ne'er  in  a'  my  life 

Beheld  a  finer  sicht. 

An'  a'  alang  the  sandy  beach, 

As  faur  as  ye  could  see, 
Baith  young  an'  auld  were  dookin' 

An'  paddlin'  in  the  sea. 
An'  Tarn  wis  jist  as  bad's  the  lave, 

Gin  I  the  truth  maun  tell, 
For  aff  he  peel'd,  an'  in  he  plung'd, 

An'  had  a  dip  himsel'. 

Ye  talk  aboot  yer  steamers, 

Wi'  their  great  big  splashin'  wheels, 
But  nane  o'  them  wis  in  the  game 

When  Tam  kick'd  up  his  heels. 
A  gentleman  wis  passin'  by, 

Wha  eyed  him  wi'  his  gless, 
Says  he,  "You  beat  famed  Captain  Webb 

I  really  must  confess." 
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I  had  a  wee  drap  in  the  bag 

He  took  when  he  cam'  oot, 
An'  he  wisna  oot  the  need  o't 

I  can  say  withoot  a  doot. 
An'  jist  as  he  got  on  his  claes 

Oor  boat  wis  drawin'  near  ; 
"  Be  quick,"  says  I,  "look,  there  she  comes- 

The  bonnie  '  Mountaineer.' " 

We  were  in  time  to  catch  the  boat, 

But  naethin'  had  to  spare, 
An'  had  a  pleasant  journey  hame, 

The  weather  bright  an'  fair. 
Tho'  rough  a  wee  at  oor  ootset, 

We  had  a  joyfu'  day, 
An'  I'll  ne'er  forget  the  happy  'oors 

I  spent  at  Rothesay  Bay. 
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Near  Crookston  dell,  in  gloamin'  grey, 

When  bush  an'  grove  wi'  music  rang, 
Aft,  seated  near  the  auld  birk  tree, 

I've  listened  tae  the  mavis'  sang. 
But  sweeter  music  tae  my  choice, 

That  did  wi'  love  my  heart  instil, 
Fell  gently  from  the  cheerie  mou' 

O'  Maggie  Barr  o'  Tradeston  Mill. 
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Her  cheeks  are  like  the  rose  in  bloom, 

She  has  twa  een  o'  bonnie  blue, 
An'  as  she  smiles  on  ilka  face 

They  sparkle  like  the  morning  dew. 
Her  hair  is  like  the  yellow  gowd 

That  in  the  sunset  bathes  the  hill ; 
There's  nane  on  earth  I  could  compare 

Wi'  Maggie  Barr  o'  Tradeston  Mill. 

She's  modest,  tidy,  clean,  and  trig, 

She's  thrifty,  clever,  bien,  and  braw ; 
When  first  I  saw  her  sparklin'  een 

She  fairly  stole  my  heart  awa'. 
Her  shapely  figure  well  might  be 

A  model  for  the  sculptor's  skill ; 
There's  few,  indeed,  we  meet  or  see 

Like  Maggie  Barr  o'  Tradeston  Mill. 

Ayont  auld  Crookston's  hoary  pile 

We  rambled  on  wi'  mirth  an'  glee, 
Until  we  reached  oor  trysting-place 

Beneath  the  bonnie  hawthorn  tree. 
'Twas  there  twa  faithfu',  lovin'  hearts 

Were  wedded  wi'  an  ardent  will ; 
'Twas  there  I  won  that  lovely  maid, 

Sweet  Maggie  Barr  o'  Tradeston  Mill. 
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THE  AULD  THEEKIT  HOOSE  ON  THE  BREIST 
O'  THE  BRAE. 

The  auld  folk  are  gane,  but  the  hoose  is  aye  staunin' — 

The  auld  theekit  hoose  on  the  breist  o'  the  brae, 
Whaur  aft  I  ha'e  spent  happy  days  in  my  boyhood 

Alang  wi'  my  cronies  in  innocent  play. 
Gang  whaur  I  may,  I  will  still  min'  that  hoosie 

Whaur  first  I  beheld  the  bright  light  o'  day, 
Whaur  aft  I  ha'e  clung  to  a  fond  mother's  bosom, 

In  the  auld  theekit  hoose  on  the  breist  o'  the  brae. 

Hoo  weel  dae  I  mind  o'  the  sweet-scented  roses 

That  blushingly  smiled  on  the  ivy-clad  wa', 
An'  the  wee  Gothic  dookit  that  hung  on  the  gavel 

I  vividly  noo  to  my  mem'ry  reca\ 
That  clean-scrubbed  dresser — I  fancy  I  see  it — 

Weel  deck'd  wi'  braw  dishes  an5  scrubbin'  things  tae  ; 
Aye  tidy  and  clean,  an'  jist  like  a  wee  palace, 

Was  the  auld  theekit  hoose  on  the  breist  o'  the  brae. 

The  auld  folk  are  gane  noo  that  leeved  in  that  biggin', 

An'  oh !  hoo  I  loved  them  there's  nae  tongue  can  tell ; 
Hoo  kindly  they  tended  my  ev'ry  bit  want 

When  I  wis  unable  to  dae  for  mysel'. 
As  I  muse  on  past  joys  that  I've  spent  near  that  dwellin', 

I  fain  Avould  bring  back  again  life's  vernal  day. 
An'  view  the  sweet  spot  once  in  beauty  excellin', 

That  auld  theekit  hoose  on  the  breist  o'  the  brae. 
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AFTER  THE  PAY. 

After  what  some  ha'e  suffer'd  these  twa-three  years  past, 
Sic  creatures  when  workin'  noo  carena  a  straw, 

As  lang  as  their  hard-earned  siller  '11  last 

They'll  ne'er  strike  a  blow  till  they've  punish'd  it  a' ; 

Nae  maitter  what  maister  or  foreman  may  say, 

They're  sure  aye  to  tak'  three  days  after  the  pay. 

It's  gey  aften  Tuesday  or  Wednesday,  at  least, 
Before  they  can  manage  to  get  to  their  post ; 

An'  then,  let  me  tell  ye,  they'll  slave  like  a  beast 
To  try  an'  mak'  up  for  the  time  they  ha'e  lost  \ 

At  the  end  o'  the  fortnight,  come  oot  o't  what  may, 

They're  bound  to  tak'  twa-three  days  after  the  pay. 

When  they  dae  manage  in,  what  excuses  they  mak'. 
They  a'  ha'e  their  wee  bits  o'  stories  to  tell ; 

Gin  ye  check  them  for  drinkin',  they'll  say  for  a  fact, 
That  whisky's  a  thing  they  never  could  smell ; 

Let  ye  lecture  against  drink  the  length  o'  a  day, 

They  maun  ha'e  their  twa-three  days  after  the  pay. 


JACK  LOWRIE'S  WEDDIN'. 

I've  mind  fine  the  Friday  Jock  Lowrie  got  marrit, 
Ay,  almost  as  weel's  it  had  happened  the  day ; 

The  Monday  afore  it  we  had  the  chiel  carrit 
To  Luckie  M'Naucht's,  on  the  face  o'  the  brae. 

The  hare's-fit  was  pu'd,  an'  a  tappit-hen  socht  for, 
We  yok'd  teasin'  Johnnie  to  bear  up  fu'  brave ; 

The  drappie  was  brocht  in  by  auld  Luckie's  dochter, 
An'  she  yok'd  the  teasin'  Jockie  just  like  a'  the  lave. 
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But  tease  as  we  likit,  Jock  ne'er  was  offended, 
The  chiel  was  good-natur'd  an'  fair  fu'  o'  life ; 

We  rose  up  an'  drank  to  the  chappie's  intended, 
An'  hop'd  Jeanie  Stinston  wad  mak'  a  guid  wife. 

We  did  ample  justice  to  auld  Luckie's  cappy, 
An'  fully  determined  that  hame  we  wad  gang ; 

"  Altho',  lads,"  quo'  Lowrie,  "  we've  a'  been  fu'  happy, 
It's  nocht  to  the  nicht  we'll  enjoy  afore  lang." 

Haith,  I  was  to  act  as  best  man  at  the  bridal, 
An'  Jean's  sister  Meg  was  to  act  as  best  maid ; 

Wi'  bustle  my  heid  never  kept  my  feet  idle, 
For  ilka  thing  on  to  my  shouthers  was  laid. 

Ilka  ane  had  arrived  o'  the  party  invited, 
An'  waitin'  the  comin'  o'  Doctor  M'Phee, 

When  Jeanie  began  to  get  unco  excited, 
We  a'  grew  uneasy  the  Doctor  to  see. 

Auld  Sol  was  declinin'  ahint  the  wee  clachan 
When  in  cam'  the  minister  a'  oot  o'  breath ; 

His  guid-humour'd  jokes  set  us  a'  to  the  lauchin', 
But  Jeanie,  puir  thing,  was  the  colour  o'  death. 

The  Doctor  was  joinin'  the  couple  thegether 

When  Jean  faintly  said,  "  I'll  no'  marry  the  noo  ; " 

The  party  look'd  roon'  frae  the  ane  to  the  ither, 
An'  puir  Lowrie  stagger'd  like  ane  that  was  fou. 

We  lookit  wi'  pain  on  the  face  o'  Jock  Lowrie, 
But  Maggie  spak  oot  wi'  the  tear  in  her  e'e  : 

"  I'm  willint,"  she  said,  "  but  I  ha'ena  a  dowry, 
To  tak'  ye  mysel',  Jock,  if  ye'll  but  tak'  me." 
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"  Come  on,  then,"  quo'  Jock,  without  further  reflections, 
A  faint  bosom  ne'er  won  a  leddy  fu'  fair ; 

So  Doctor  M'Phee,  withoot  ony  objections, 
United  in  wedlock  that  braw  strappin'  pair. 

The  news  through  the  clachan  caused  quite  a  sensation, 
For  gentle  and  semple  for  Lowrie  did  feel ; 

Wi'  cheerin'  the  couple  got  quite  an  ovation 
When  they  steppit  yont  to  their  cosy  wee  biel. 

Jock  Lowrie  an'  Maggie  live  happy  thegether 
In  yon  cosy  biggin'  near  Crosbie  Wud  glade ; 

But  Jeanie,  the  tauppie,  went  hame  to  her  mither, 
An'  there  she  maun  settle  an'  dee  an  auld  maid. 
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What  think  ye,  Tam,  o'  Wullie's  bill  ? 

He  says  it  hauds  the  field ; 
Tho'  wrath  should  ilka  bosom  fill 

The  auld  cock  winna  yield. 
Weel,  Robin,  as  it  stan's  the  noo 

Its  chances  are  but  sma', 
I  fear  'twill  mak'  the  Lordlings  grue — 

I  doot  it's  doom'd  to  fa'. 

He's  honest  in  baith  word  an'  deed, 

An'  lo'es  the  Irish  race ; 
There's  few  wi'  sic  a  noble  heid, 

An'  few  could  fill  his  place. 
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Gin  he  wad  modify  his  plans, 
An'  rub  oot  ilka  flaw, 

But  as  the  kittle  project  stauns — 
I  doot  it's  doom'd  to  fa'. 


Auld  Ireland's  cause  he  has  at  heart 

There  isna  ane  can  doot ; 
He'll  fecht  fu'  hard  to  tak'  her  pairt, 

But  hoo  will  he  come  oot  ? 
To  be  successful'  wi'  his  bill 

He'd  sacrifice  his  a' ; 
Will  a'  folks  swallow  sic  a  pill  ? — 

Na,  na ;  it's  doom'd  to  fa'. 

His  motto's  love  to  ilka  man, 

I  ha'e  nae  doot  o'  that ; 
He'll  earnestly  dae  a'  he  can 

To  raise  downtrodden  Pat. 
For  Pat  an'  freedom  he  will  staun' 

Tho'  foes  should  him  misca', 
Without  revision  sic  a  plan, 

I  doot,  is  doom'd  to  fa'. 


A  SAIR  PESTERED  MOTHER. 

If  ever  a  mother  was  pestered  it's  me, 
Wi'  a  wheen  o'  wee  mischiefs  o'  weans ; 

They'd  wear  ilka  week,  withoot  tellin'  a  lee, 
A  pair  o'  new  shoon  kickin'  stanes. 
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For  a  ba'  they'll  jist  tak'  the  first  thing  comes  their  way, 

An'  its  needless  for  me  to  rebel; 
So  I  jist  haud  my  tongue,  an'  let  them  ha'e  their  sway, 

In  case  they  might  "  go  "  for  mysel'. 

The  din  o'  them  playin'  an'  shoutin'  at  e'en 

Wad  wauken  the  deid  in  their  grave ; 
An'  the  warst  o't,  their  faither  he  caresna  a  preen, 

For  the  auld  fule's  as  daft  as  the  lave. 

Last  week  Tarn  got  haud  o'  an'  auld  mustard  can 

Frae  a  grocer  ca'd  Robin  M'Lees  ; 
'Twas  then,  by  my  sang,  that  the  sport  it  began, 

They  wTere  sune  swarmin'  roon'  it  like  bees. 

Says  Jock.  "  That's  the  '  tick,'"  an'  he  hits  it  a  kick, 

An'  dang  frae  the  shelf  a  guid  bowl ; 
I  then  drew  my  haun'  aff  his  jaw  gey  an'  quick, 

When  the  auld  "  cock  "  shouts  oot,  "  That 's  zfou/" 

Wull  roars,  "  A  free  kick,"  an'  he  then  makes  a  drive 
An'  knocks  the  specs  clean  aff  my  een ; 

My  head  'ill  gang  wrang,  jist  as  shair's  I'm  alive — 
Sic  a  family  as  mine  ne'er  wis  seen. 

The  faither  wi'  laughin'  fell  clean  aff  his  chair, 

Ye'd  ha'e  thocht  he  was  gaun  into  fits ; 
But  the  truth  o't  is  this,  he  caresna  a  hair 

Tho'  they  smash'd  a'  the  delf  into  bits. 

There's  scarcely  a  cup  in  the  hoose  but  they've  smash'd, 

An'  my  tea-pat  they've  broken  in  a' ; 
The  hale  o'  them  ocht  to  be  gey  an'  weel  lash'd 

Gin  they  don't  stop  that  cursed  fitba'. 
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Will  ony  ane  tell  me  what  I'm  gaun  to  dae  ? 

Ere  lang  I'll  be  driven  insane  ; 
It's  fitba'  at  nicht,  an'  the  same  thro'  the  day — 

It's  fitba'  at  schule  and  at  hame. 

Should  a  neebour  come  in  noo  to  ha'e  a  drap  tea. 

My  guid  cheena  cups  are  a'  gane, 
An'  some  ither  thing  that  wis  us  em'  to  me — 

But  it's  needless  to  mention  its  name. 

I'll  noo  tell  ye  this,  an'  I  mean  what  I  say, 
That  sic  conduct  I'll  nae  langer  thole ; 

The  first  at  the  fitba'  again  I  catch  play, 
I'll  bet  ye  I'll  kick  for  his  goal. 
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Ye  talk  about  a  woman's  tongue, 

But  men  can  clatter  too ; 
For  plenty — tho'  they  should  be  hung — 

Can  hardly  shut  their  mou'. 
"Oh!  sic  a  ane,"  ye'll  hear  them  say, 

"  Has  got  an  awfu'  cheek; " 
Nae  maiter  what  ye  say  or  dae, 

Aboot  ye  they  will  speak. 

An'  min'  ye,  they're  aye  richt  theirsel's 

Whaurever  they  may  gang ; 
In  ilka  project  they  excel, 

But  never  can  gang  wrang. 
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Their  time  wi'  Greenwich  "  tak's  the  cake,"' 

An'  licks  it  a'  to  bits  ; 
Your  watch,  they  say,  's  no'  worth  a  maik, 

An'  aye  gangs  into  fits. 

They're  ready  aye  to  gie  advice 

'Bout  things  they  dinna  ken  ; 
But,  mark  ye,  they'll  no'  tak'  advice, 

E'en  frae  the  wisest  men. 
They  can  recoont  wi'  muckle  glee 

Oor  black  spots  ane  an'  a', 
But  'boot  the  guid  deeds  that  they  see 

They  never  fash  their  jaw. 

Noo  ere  I  close  my  humble  lay 

I'd  ha'e  ye  a'  to  mind 
To  speak  the  truth,  let  come  what  may, 

But  never  speak  unkind. 
We  a'  ha'e  fau'ts,  nane  can  deny, 

Gin  we  the  truth  wad  tell, 
So  let  us  in  the  future  try 

An'  learn  to  ken  oorseV '. 


THE  BEAUTY  O'  DUNLOP. 

'Wa'  frae  bustle,  din,  an'  worry, 
In  a  wee  bit  aff  the  road, 

Bides  the  modest  Maggie  Currie 
In  a  cottage  clean  and  snod. 
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Wooers  come  wi'  bosoms  laden 
Fou'  o'  love's  inspirin'  hope, 

Eager  to  entrap  the  maiden, 
Yon  sweet  Beauty  o'  Dunlop. 

Stewarton  has  bonnie  lasses, 

Modest,  tidy,  bien,  an'  braw, 
But  this  beauty  far  surpasses 

Ony  maid  I  ever  saw. 
Maggie  is  as  blithe  an'  cheerie 

As  the  lambs  on  mountain  top ; 
Time  ne'er  lingers  dull  or  eerie 

Wi'  the  Beauty  o'  Dunlop. 

Row'd  'bune  shouthers  like  the  lily, 

Tresses  o'  an  auburn  hue ; 
An'  like  stars  in  midnicht  stilly, 

Sparkle  een  o'  bonnie  blue. 
Cheeks  like  roses  in  midsummer, 

Bloomin'  'mang  yon  garden  crop, 
Lo'd  !  he'll  be  a  lucky  kimmer 

Wins  the  Beauty  o'  Dunlop. 

She's  as  clever  as  she's  bonnie, 

Void  o'  worthless,  empty  pride ; 
Few,  I'm  certain,  gin  there's  ony, 

Like  her  roon'  the  kintra  side. 
Title,  rank,  or  silken  splendour 

Couldna  wi'  her  beauty  cope, 
Never  beat  a  heart  mair  tender 

Than  the  Beauty's  o'  Dunlop. 
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Some  folk,  should  they  notice  new  duds  on  yer  back, 
They'll  say  that  ye're  stuck  up  wi'  pride ; 

An'  no'  even  that,  but  they'll  say,  for  a  fac', 
That  no'  a  bawbee  o'  them's  p'yed. 

An'  should  ye  gang  oot,  e'en  to  market  or  ha', 

Or  maybe  a  cronie  to  see, 
The  gossips  'ill  start,  jist  as  sune's  ye're  awa', 

An'  hae't  gaun  that  ye're  oot  on  the  spree. 

Gin  the  best  coat  ye  ha'e  should  show  signs  o'  decay 

By  fadin'  a  wee  at  the  seams, 
They'll  tak'  it  upon  them  to  swear  it,  and  say 

Ye've  been  wastin'  and  drinkin'  yer  means. 

When  trade's  unco  slack,  an'  a  job  ill  to  get, 

An'  no'  e'en  a  grot  in  yer  fob, 
They'll  say  to  your  cheek,  I  must  say  wi'  regret, 

"  You're  a  loafer  that  wants  nae  a  job." 

Noo,  freens,  in  conclusion,  aloo  me  to  say — 
An'  I  think  it's  the  truth  I  noo  tell — 

The  gossiping  crew  'ill  jist  ha'e  but  their  day, 
An'  their  words  'ill  fa'  back  on  themseP. 

As  ye  dauner  thro'  life  keep  yer  e'e  fix'd  abune, 

An'  heed  not  the  gossiping  crew, 
But  bring  a'  yer  burdens  o'  sorrow  to  Him 

Wha'll  cheer  ye  an'  carry  ye  thro'. 
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Ye  talk  aboot  freens,  Rab  ;  alas  !  they  get  few 

When  poverty  enters  the  cheerie  wee  biel; 
But  freens  that  we  think  should  stick  to  us  like  glue 

Gey  aften  prove  fickle  an'  gie  us  the  heel. 
We  fin'  oot  sic  freens  when  the  meal-pock  is  toom, 

They  winna  then,  Robin,  their  freenship  retain ; 
There's  nae  freen  when  gropin'  thro'  sic  a  like  gloom 

Stauns  better  to  folk  than  a  poun'  o'  their  ain. 

Jist  tak',  for  example,  puir  Dawnie  M'Nee, 

Ere  gloomy  misfortune  his  hoosie  begirt ; 
He  helpit  his  freens  when  he  had  it  to  gie, 

But  them  he  ance  helpit  noo  pass  him  like  dirt. 
His  wee  bits  o'  weanies,  noo  naked  an'  puir, 

Wi'  hunger  fu'  aften  sit  greetin'  wi'  pain ; 
Oh,  Robin,  I  pity  the  craters  fu'  sair 

In  Dawnie's  state,  wantin'  a  poun'  o'  their  ain. 

There's  nae  lack  o'  freens  when  the  store-hoose  is  fill ; 

Ah,  Robin,  ye'll  get  them,  as  mony's  ye  please, 
When  workin'  an'  bringin'  in  grist  to  the  mill, 

Lo'd,  then  they'll  come  flockin'  aboot  ye  like  bees. 
But  ah  !  gin  ye're  felled  down  wi'  hunger  an'  wae, 

Alas  !  they  then  lea'  ye  wi'  haughty  disdain ; 
When  sic  a  time  comes  they're  best  arT  that  can  say, 

"  I'm  thank  fu'  I  ha'e  a  bit  poun'  o'  my  ain." 
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"  Gang  doon,  guidwife,  gang  doon  an'  see 

What's  wrang  in  Johnny  Roy's ; 
I  never  kent  him  tak'  a  spree, 

Tho'  that's  an  awfu'  noise. 
Their  bits  o'  weans  are  greetin'  sair, 

There's  surely  somethin'  wrang ; 
Put  doon  your  brush,  ne'er  mind  the  flair, 

Noo  don't  be  bidin'  lang. 

"  Whesht,  weanies,  don't  mak'  sic  a  din, 

Lie  doon  an'  dinna  speak  ; 
Yer  mither,  lam's,  'ill  soon  be  in, 

Noo  cuddle  doon  an'  sleep. 
Good  bairnies  when  they  say  their  prayers 

Ne'er  speak  in  bed  like  you ; 
But  there's  yer  mither  on  the  stairs, 

My  word,  ye'll  catch  it  noo. 

"  What  kept  ye,  Meg?  ''     "  Oh,  Tarn,  yon  sicht 

'111  never  leave  my  een  ; 
Grim  poverty  assumes  the  richt 

Is  evidently  seen. 
The  savage  wolf,  without  a  doot, 

Full  maistership  retains, 
We'll  ha'e  to  try  an'  get  it  oot 

An'  save  the  bits  o'  weans. 

"  Roy's  wife  is  sittin'  'mang  her  brood, 
The  youngest  in  her  lap; 
It's  greetin'  like  the  lave  for  food, 
But  canna  get  a  drap. 
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The  lammie's  fastened  like  a  leech 
Upon  its  mither's  breast ; 

Fu'  weel  ye'd  ken,  to  hear  it  screech, 
It's  starving  like  the  rest. 

"  Jock's  pacin'  up  an'  doon  the  flair 

Like  somebody  insane ; 
Puir  chiel,  his  burden's  hard  to  bear, 

For  grief's  a  dreedfu'  pain. 
It  put  me  gey  an'  sair  aboot 

To  witness  sic  a  case ; 
Starvation,  Tam,  withoot  a  doot, 

Is  stamp'd  on  ilka  face. 

"  They're  sittin'  roon'  a  cheerless  fire, 

Wi;  hurdies  scant  o'  claes ; 
But  what  the  weanies  maist  desire 

They  ha'ena  seen  for  days. 
Oh  !  Tammas,  what  a  humblin'  sicht, 

'Twad  move  a  heart  o'  stane ; 
We'll  ha'e  to  try  this  very  nicht 

An'  ease  them  o'  their  pain." 
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I  think  it,  Jamie,  unco  droll 

That  ye  should  wi'  love's  sickness  thole ; 

Erase  yer  name,  man,  afl  the  roll 

O'  single  life ; 
Get  marrit,  dinna  langer  stroll — 

Man,  tak'  a  wife. 
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I  had  a  wee  while  o't  mysel' 

When  I  in  Cupid's  clutches  fell, 

I've  said  things  I'd  think  shame  to  tell 

To  mortal  man  : 
I  foun'  the  burden,  like  yersel', 

Fu'  hard  to  stan'. 

I  fell  awa'  to  skin  and  bane, 

The  roses  frae  my  cheeks  had  gane ; 

I  grew  as  feeble  as  a  wean 

Just  newly  born, 
An'  raved  like  somebody  insane, 

Or  left  forlorn. 

I'll  gang,  I  thocht,  tho'  she  wi'  scorn 
Reject  the  burden  I  ha'e  borne ; 
I'll  mak'  a  spoon  or  spoil  a  horn, 

I  said  wi'  pride ; 
But,  haith,  the  lassie  drew  the  thorn 

Frae  oot  my  side. 

Noo,  Jamie,  tak'  a  freen's  advice, 
Gang  yont  an'  spier  the  lassie's  price, 
She'll  snap  the  offer  in  a  trice, 

I'm  almost  sure, 
An'  len'  a  han'  love's  rape  to  splice — 

The  only  cure. 
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I've  min'  when  I  used  to  sit  quakin'  wi'  fear 
Fu'  aften  for  weeks  aye  before  a  New  Year ; 
My  faither  at  Ne'er-Day  aye  took  oot  the  pin, 
An'  when  on  the  fuddle  he'd  fecht  wi'  the  win'. 
Instead  o'  him  joinin'  his  weanies  in  mirth, 
He  kept  oor  bit  hoose  like  a  hell  upon  earth ; 
Ye'd  seldom  see  ocht  on  his  face  but  a  froon — 
I  never  felt  happy  when  Ne'er- Day  cam'  rcon\ 

When  drinkin'  'twas  aye  on  my  mither  he  flew, 
But  Tammy  an'  me  wad  stick  to  her  like  glue, 
An'  when  he'd  mak'  at  her  I  seldom  was  slow 
To  rin  in  betwixt  them  an'  ward  aff  the  blow. 
I've  appealed  to  his  nature,  but  always  in  vain, 
When  tipsy  to  let  my  puir  mither  alane ; 
I  micht  jist  as  weel  ha'e  appealed  to  the  moon — 
My  word,  I  was  frichtit  when  Ne'er-Day  cam'  roon' 

The  curse  has  depairted,  I'm  thankfu'  to  say, 
An'  happiness  reigns  in  oor  hoosie  to-day; 
My  faither's  noo  what  a  fond  faither  should  be, 
He  lo'es  us,  and  joins  in  our  innocent  glee. 
Sin'  e'er  he  has  donn'd  yon  bit  ribbon  o'  blue, 
Wi'  God's  grace  he's  stuck  to  the  colour  fu'  true, 
An'  gin  he  keeps  trustin'  oor  Faither  aboon, 
We'll  aye  be  fu'  happy  when  Ne'er-Day  comes  roon' 
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I  seldom  ever  weary 

At  oor  ingle-cheek  sae  cheerie, 
The  weans  are  aye  sae  happy,  an'  their  mither  snod  an' 
clean ; 

The  hoosie's  like  a  grotto, 

'Tis  ever  Maggie's  motto 
To  hae  the  hoosie  shinin'  when  I  dauner  name  at  e'en. 

Though  Meg  could  scarcely  hobble 

She'd  'tend  me  like  a  noble, 
An',  like  their  mither,  a'  the  weans  are  keen  to  dae  the 
same ; 

The  youngest  lamb  fu'  tender 

Has  toastin'  on  the  fender 
Her  daddy's  slippers  ilka  nicht  as  sune  as  he  comes  hame. 

Meg's  nackie  at  the  mendin', 

An'  never  weary  spendin' 
'Oor  after  'oor  at  my  auld  duds  to  mak'  them  look  like  new ; 

Sin'  that  nicht  o'  oor  bridal 

She's  seldom  e'er  been  idle, 
Ye  micht  could  get  her  equal,  but  I'm  certain  there  are  few. 

I  don't  en  vie  the  riches 

O'  marquis,  duke,  or  duchess, 
I'm  thankfu'  an'  contented  wi'  what  Providence  may  sen' ; 

Walth's  but  a  worthless  treasure 

Compared  wi'  a'  the  pleasure 
That  I  enjoy  wi'  Maggie  in  oor  cosy  but  an'  ben. 
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Oh  !  what  a  noble  blessin' 

To  ha'e  in  yer  possession 
A  partner  wha  strives  to  cheer  her  better  half  thro'  life ; 

Fu'  nobly  Meg  has  striven 

To  mak'  oor  hame  a  heaven — 
In  fac'  she's  jist  what  I  wad  ca'  a  model  o'  a  wife. 
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"  Can  five-an'-twenty  years  ha'e  gane 
Sin'  we  first  gaed  thegether,  O  ?  " 
"  Ay,  Meg,  it's  that  sin'  I  ha'e  ta'en 
Yon  lassie  frae  her  mither,  O  ; 
Ay,  time,  guidwife,  ower  ane  an'  a' 

His  pinions  has  been  spreadin',  O, 
But  ere  the  e'enin'  slips  awa' 

We'll  haud  oor  siller  weddin',  O." 

Chorus. 
Duram  doo  a-doo  a-day, 

Duram  doo  a-daddy  O  ; 
Duram  doo  a-doo  a-day, 

Hurrah  !  for  oor  siller  weddin',  O. 

"  Has  Time  slipp'd  by  at  sic  a  pace? 
He  hasna,  Dan,  been  idle,  O ; 
Methinks  I  see  the  beardless  face 
That  kiss'd  me  at  the  bridal,  O." 
"  An'  mair  than  that,  my  bonnie  doo. 
He  kiss'd  ye  'fore  the  kirkin',  O ; 
An'  I  maun  ha'e  a  smacker  noo 
On  this  oor  siller  weddin',  O. 
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"  We've  had  misfortunes  o'  oor  ain, 

But  wi'  a  mate  sae  cheerie,  O, 
I'd  gladly  brave  them  a'  again 

Wi'  ye,  my  cockileerie,  0. 
Misfortunes  may  jist  come  or  gang, 

Ye'd  ne'er  sit  ower  them  dreading  O ; 
Nae  wonner,  Meg,  I'd  sing  a  sang 

On  this  oor  siller  weddin',  0. 

"  We've  had,  as  plenty  micht  suppose, 

At  times  an  altercation,  O ; 
But,  wife,  it  never  cam'  to  blows, 

An'  that's  a  consolation,  O. 
We'll  raither  mak'  the  rafters  ring 

'Neath  this  auld  theekit  steadin',  O ; 
Mak'  up  yer  min',  for  ye  maun  sing 

Yon  bardie's  siller  weddin',  O. 

'•  Ye've  been  the  comfort  o'  my  life 

Sin'  ever  I  got  marrit,  O ; 
Ay,  Meg,  ye've  prov'd  a  faithfu'  wife 

Sin'  I  yon  nestie  harrit,  O. 
An'  sin'  we've  wauchled  sic  a  length 

On  this  auld  earthly  steadin',  O, 
Let's  thank  the  Lord  for  health  an'  strength 

On  this  oor  siller  weddin,  O." 


A  THRIFTY  WIFE. 
Sin'  ever  I  ha'e  entered  on 

The  roll  o'  marrit  life, 
Bell  Morrison  has  proved  to  me 

A  faithfu',  lovin'  wife. 
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She's  maybe  no'  a  beauty,  freens, 

But  even  grantin'  that, 
In  common  sense  I'd  like  to  ask, 

Will  beauty  fill  the  pat  ? 

She  pleases  me,  an'  that's  enough, 

Oh,  bless  her  comely  face  ; 
I've  never  seen  the  woman  yet 

I'd  put  in  Bella's  place. 
Her  ither  qualities  micht  weel 

Mak'  ony  husband  proud  : 
In  fact,  to  tell  the  honest  truth, 

She's  worth  her  weicht  in  gowd. 

She  winna  waste,  I'm  proud  to  say 

I  ha'ena  that  to  tell, 
For  ilka  groat  that  can  be  sav'd 

;S  a  prisoner  wi'  Bell. 
Nor  will  ye  catch  her  takin'  on, 

As  thousan's  aften  dae, 
A  lot  o'  credit  on  her  heid 

She  isna  fit  to  pay. 

She's  ever  doon  on  Tammy-Books, 

Her  motto's  ready  cash ; 
She'll  ha'e  her  poun'  o'  guid  flesh  meat, 

An'  no  a  lot  o'  trash. 
Don't  tie  her  doon  to  ony  shop, 

She'll  buy  to  fit  hersel' ; 
The  best  an'  cheapest  market  is 

The  very  place  for  Bell. 
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I  aften  wonner  what  I'd  dae 

Was  Bell  to  slip  awa' 
An'  lea'  me  wi'  a  wheen  o'  weans 

Fu'  helpless  an'  fa'  sma'. 
Alake  !  alake  !  I'd  miss  her  sair, 

For  I  can  safely  say 
A  thrifty  wife's  the  noblest  gift 

A  workin'  man  could  ha'e. 
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Ye've  ask'd  me,  freens,  to  sing  a  sang,  but  that  I  ne'er 

could  dae, 
But  seein'  that  it's  Ne'er- Day  noo,  I'll  gi'e  ye  what  I  ha'e ; 
Wha  wadna  try  at  sic  a  time  some  simple,  namely  strain  ? 
For  wha  kens  whaur  we  a'  micht  be  when  Ne'er-Day  comes 

again. 
When  Ne'er-Day   comes    again,    when    Ne'er-Day    comes 

again ; 
For  wha  kens  whaur  we  a'  micht  be  when  Ne'er-Day  comes 

again. 

The  langest  lease  o'  earthly  life  is  just  a  wee  bit  span, 

An'  while  we're  here  we  ocht  to  strive  to  dae  what  guid  we 

can ; 
Oh  !  let  us  never  be  the  means  o'  breedin'  strife  or  pain, 
For  wha  kens  whaur  we  a'  micht  be  when  Ne'er-Day  comes 

again. 
When    Ne'er-Day   comes    again,    when    Ne'er-Day    comes 

again ; 
For  wha  kens  whaur  we  a'  micht  be  when  Ne'er-Day  comes 

a^ain. 
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There's  some  folk  ever  happy  hatchin'  wicked  little  plots, 
They   seem   to    ha'e   a   thirst    for    cuttin'   ane    anither's 

throats ; 
Oh !  let  me  say  to  sic  a  class,  sic  wickedness  restrain, 
For  wha  kens  whaur  ye  a'  micht  be  when  Ne'er-Day  comes 

again. 
When   Ne'er-Day   comes   again,    when    Ne'er-Day   comes 

again ; 
For  wha  kens  whaur  ye  a'  micht  be  when  Ne'er-Day  comes 

again. 

To  ilka  ane  wha  bears  a  grudge  against  his  fellow-man, 
Pray  throw't  aside   an'  grasp  yer  brither  warmly  by  the 

han'; 
In  friendship  let  us  a'  unite,  an'  ever  sae  remain, 
For  wha  kens  whaur  we  a'  micht  be  when  Ne'er-Day  comes 

again. 
When   Ne'er- Day  comes   again,    when   Ne'er-Day   comes 

again ; 
For  wha  kens  whaur  we  a'  micht  be  when  Ne'er-Day  comes 


We  maybe  canna  boast,  like  some,  o'  battles  bravely  won, 
But  we  can  sit  and  ponder  ower  the  guid  we  micht  ha'e 

done ; 
Let  selfishness  be  thrown  aside  for  ever  wi'  disdain, 
For  wha  kens  whaur  we  a'  micht  be  when  Ne'er-Day  comes 

again. 
When    Ne'er-Day    comes    again,    when    Ne'er-Day   comes 

again  ■ 
For  wha  kens  whaur  we  a'  micht  be  when  Ne'er-Day  comes 

again. 
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Noo  let  me  say  to  ane  an'  a',  as  we  this  warT  gae  through, 
Oh !  dae  to  ithers  as  ye  wad  ha'e  ithers  dae  to  you ; 
For  no'  a  meenit  ha'e  we  here  that  we  can  ca'  oor  ain, 
An'  wha  kens  whaur  we  a'  micht  be  when  Ne'er-day  comes 

again. 
Ere  Ne'er-Day  comes  again,  ere  Ne'er-Day  comes  again ; 
Oh !  wha  kens  whaur  we  a'  micht  be  ere  Ne'er-Day  comes 

again. 

THAT  DAY  I  PUT  IN  THE  PIN. 

Losh  preserve  us  !  what  a  stranger, 
Dear  me,  Tammas,  come  awa'; 

Tibby,  lass,  it's  Tammy  Granger, 
A'  the  way  frae  Netherha'. 

Gie's  yer  han',  I'm  glad  to  see  ye, 

Wishin'  ye  a  guid  New  Year, 
Hoo,  auld  cock,  is  a'  gaun  wi'  ye, 

Noo,  sin'  I've  got  time  to  speir  ? 

Ye'll  be  yaupplish,  cauld,  an'  weary, 
But  we'll  sune  relieve  yer  pain, 

For  it's  onything  but  cheerie 
Sittin'  crooch'd  up  in  a  train. 

Come,  guidwife,  whup  on  the  kettle, 
Let  us  see  how  quick  ye'll  be, 

Ne'er  was  twa  in  better  fettle 
For  a  snoring  cup  o'  tea. 

Watch,  Tarn,  hoo  oor  Tibby's  fleein', 

Like  a  rattin  roon'  a  stack ; 
Catch  Tib  gaun  aboot  hauf  deein', 

She'll  supply  us  in  a  crack. 
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Let  us  noo,  folks,  a'  draw  hither, 

Come,  auld  freen,  draw  in  yer  chair ; 

Toots,  man,  dinna  sit  an'  swither, 
Ye  maun  ha'e  the  lion's  share. 

Eat  noo,  Tarn,  as  hard's  ye're  able, 
See  an'  mak'  yersel'  at  hame  ; 

They  wha  rise  first  frae  the  table 
Only  ha'e  themsePs  to  blame. 

Tib  can  cook — Lord,  Tarn,  yer  lauchin'- 

Let  me  tell  ye  even  doon, 
Few  for  cookin',  roon'  the  clachan, 

I'd  compare  wi'  Tibby  Broon. 

Tam,  ye're  daeing  nocht  but  gantin', 
I  wish,  man,  ye'd  help  yersel'; 

Gin  it  be  a  dram  ye're  wantin', 
That  we  canna  let  ye  smell. 

Ye  maun  ken  I'm  noo  teetotal ; 

Whisky  ne'er  gangs  in  my  mou', 
Never,  Tammas,  is  a  bottle 

In  oor  hoose  at  Ne'er-Day  noo. 

I've  too  oft  in  Robin  Rennie's 
Made  a  cesspool  o'  my  warae, 

Drinkin'  Rab — when  wife  and  weanies 
Sat  in  poverty  at  hame. 

Cursin'  Tib  for  a'  the  limmers, 

Roarin'  like  a  ragin'  bear, 
Knockin'  in  puir  Tibby 's  timmers, 

When  she  wadna  get  me  mair. 
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Ever  sin'  I  saw  my  error 

Pleasure  in  our  hoosie  reigns, 
Never  am  I  noo  a  terror 

To  my  wife  or  bits  o'  weans. 

Thank  God,  Tarn,  the  battle's  ended, 

Mark  ye,  lad,  I  focht  to  win ; 
Tib  alloos  I  acted  splendid 

That  day  I  put  in  the  pin. 


BEAUTIFUL  SPRING. 


Oh,  herald  of  Summer,  how  gladly  we  hail 
Thy  sweet  vernal  beauty  in  meadow  and  vale ; 
The  primroses  bloom  'neath  thy  sunshine  and  shower, 
And  birds  warble  sweetly  in  woodland  and  bower, 
The  lark,  so  long  silent,  soars  high  on  the  wing, 
And  joyfully  sings  to  thee,  beautiful  Spring. 

Thy  soft,  spicy  breezes  add  health-giving  power 

To  twig,  brush,  and  bracken,  grass,  hedge-row,  and 

flower. 
The  buds  ope  their  gem-caskets  joyous  and  free, 
And  burst  out  in  beauty  o'er  garden  and  lea  ; 
The  whole  lap  of  Nature  doth  joyfully  sing, 
Hail  to  thy  fragrance,  sweet,  beautiful  Spring. 

The  lambs  on  the  mountains  are  skipping  with  glee, 
The  mavis  sings  sweet  in  yon  evergreen  tree ; 
The  starlings  are  back  to  the  dust-covered  mill, 
And  light-hearted  children  romp  merry  at  will. 
Each  bosom's  aglow  with  the  pleasures  you  bring, 
For  dearly  we  welcome  thee,  beautiful  Spring. 

E 
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Oor  Meg  an'  the  weans  are  awa'  to  the  coast, 

An'  left  me  the  hoose  to  myseP, 
Sin'  ever  she  gaed,  Lo'd,  the  sleep  I  ha'e  lost 

Is  mair  than  I  bargain  to  tell. 

Try,  try  as  I  like,  I  feel  eerie  an'  sad, 

I've  nocht  noo  to  cheer  me  ava ; 
I'm  just  like  a  bodie  distracted  or  mad 

Sin'  ever  the  wife  gaed  awa'. 

She  left  me  a  hoosie  baith  tidy  an'  clean — 

In  cleanliness  Meg  took  a  pride ; 
But  noo,  gin  she  saw  it,  she'd  fancy,  I  ween, 

'Twas  haurl't  richt  in  wi'  the  tide. 

Tho'  three  weeks  awa',  deil  a  dish  has  been  washed, 
The  flair-head  and  chairs  are  like  tar ; 

To  croon  a',  there's  scarcely  a  cup  but's  been  smashed, 
An'  that's,  Lo'd,  a  hantle  sicht  waur. 

The  ingle  that  aye  was  fu'  cosy  an'  snod 

Is  noo  in  an  unco  like  state, 
For  really  there's  nearly  a  cuddy-cart  load 

O'  ashes  piled  up  in  the  grate. 

The  room's  kin'  o'  redd,  for  I  seldom  gae  ben, 
For  dirt  pairt,  baith  en's  are  the  same ; 

'Mang  stoor  on  the  tap  o'  the  drawers,  dae  ye  ken, 
I'm  jist  after  writin'  my  name. 
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When  she  sees  sic  a  house  I  ken  what  she'll  say, 

"  I  wonner  ye  dinna  think  shame ; " 
I'll  catch  it,  nae  doot,  but  be  that  as  it  may, 

I  wish  frae  my  heart  she  was  hame. 
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"Oh  !  Tam,  but  I'm  dry;  could  ye  no'  save  a  life  ? 
I've  drank  yon  twa  flaffers  I  skin'd  aff  the  wife ; 
Yestreen  up  in  Lachie's  big  room  at  the  back, 
Wull  Scott  an'  I  sat  till  we  perish'd  the  pack. 
'Twas  gill  after  gill,  man,  as  hard's  we  could  ca', 
We  gill'd  till  we  fuddl'd  oor  senses  awa' ; 
The  last  thing  I  mind  o'  before  leavin'  there, 
Was  Wull  singin'  'Norah,  the  Pride  o'  Kildare.' 

"Haith,  Wull  manag'd  hame  to  his  winsome  wee  Nell, 
But  I  had  to  lodge  in  the  Toon's-Hoose  Hotel ; 
An'  lo !  in  the  dock,  before  Bailie  Dunlop, 
The  fine  was  a  guinea  for  blessin'  the  Pope." 
"  Ye've  surely  been  drinkin'  the  dew  o'  Coleraine 
When  ye  wadna  let  the  puir  Pontiff  alane ; 
Or,  maybe,  Rab,  Kirsty's  opinion  hauds  true — 
What's  in  when  yer  sober  comes  oot  when  ye're  fou." 

"  I  don't  a'thegether  wi'  Kirsty  agree, 
Although  through  the  drappie  I'm  fulish  awee. 
Let  Wull  Scott  or  ithers,  Tam,  dance  as  they  may, 
My  certie,  I've  aye  had  the  piper  to  pay. 
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But  that's  no'  the  question.     Come  on  wi'  a  taste, 
For  railly,  my  spittle's  as  sticky  as  paste. 
I'll  tell  ye  what,  Tammas,  gin  ye  winna  staun', 
Lo'd,  somethin'  or  ither  maun  gang  to  the  pawn." 

"  I'd  cheerfully  pu',  gin  ye  kent  it,  auld  freen, 
A  hair  oot  the  dog's  tail  that  bit  ye  yestreen; 
But  Robin,  believe  me,  I'm  jist  like  yersel', 
Completely  dune  up  for  the  want  o'  a  smell. 
I've  struck  on  a  project  for  raisin'  the  win' — 
There's  in  it  a  danger  o'  raisin'  a  din — 
It's  fair  desperation,  an'  what  can  we  dae, 
But  risk  sic  a  pliskie,  come  oot  o't  what  may  ? 

''  A  bottle  o'  water,  Rab's,  pairt  o'  the  plot, 
An'  that  can,  I'm  thinkin',  be  easily  got ; 
We'll  syne  dauner  doon  to  the  sign  o'  '  The  Ploo,' 
An'  try  on  the  daft  ane  wi'  auld  Grannie  Blue. 
Lo'd,  yonder's  the  auld  body  roon'  at  the  back, 
Rab,  act  you  the  dummy,  I'll  keep  her  in  crack. 
Guid-day  to  ye,  Grannie."     "  Oh,  Tammas,  it's  you  ; 
Gae  but,  lad,  an'  I'll  jist  be  wi'  ye  the  noo." 

"Fetch  in  wi'  ye,  Grannie,  when  ye're  coming  ben, 
A  hauf-peck  o'  guid  Hielint  whisky,  ye  ken. 
When  we  quaff  the  crater,  be  ready  to  coup 
The  bottle  o'  water,  Rab,  into  the  stoup. 
The  auld  body's  comin',  mind  what  ye're  aboot, 
Han'  Grannie  that  jug,  an'  she'll  fill't  at  the  spoot. 
Auld  spite  to  ye,  Robin."     "  The  same  to  you,  Tarn  ; 
Fair  win'  to  ye,  Grannie,  an'  here's  to  yer  dram." 
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"  Noo,  in  wi'  the  water.     That's  ilka  thing  square. 

There  hasna  been,  Robin,  a  meenit  to  spare. 
Prepare  for  a  tonguin' — I've  heard  her  before'; 

She'll  likely,  Rab,  order  us  baith  to  the  door. 
Noo,  Grannie,  ye'll  no'  tak'  it  ill  gin  I  say 

I  don't  mean  to  pay  ye  this  order  to-day." 
"  Ye  don't  mean  to  what  ?     Ye'll  try  nae  sic  a  trick. 
Na,  na  !  Tammy  Gordon,  I  dinna  gie  tick." 

"  Weel,  weel,  Grannie  ;  smother  yer  wee-tap  o'  tow. 

We  didna  draw  hither  to  kick  up  a  row." 
"  Confoond  ye  !     I'll  dae  what  I  like  wi'  my  ain. 

'Twill  gang,  Tammas,  into  the  barrel  again. 
Ye  ne'er-dae-weel  blaguards  !  be  aff  oot  o'  here." 

"  Lo'd,  Tarn,  gin  she  kent  it,  we're  gled  to  get  clear. 
I'll  mind,  when  I'm  passin'  the  auld  theekit  Inn, 

The  plan  we  adopted  for  raisin'  the  win'.  '*' 
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Eh,  me,  but  I'm  prood  o'  oor  Johnny, 
An'  thankfu'  I  ha'e  sic  a  son ; 

There's  few  at  his  age,  if  there's  ony, 
Wad  dae  what  the  callan  has  dune. 

The  chiel  aye  keeps  min'  o'  his  mither, 
The  auld  body's  a'  his  concern ; 

For  kindness  there  isna  another 
As  thoughtfu's  my  faitherless  bairn 
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He's  sent  me  a  hamper  weel  packit 
Wi'  dainties  an'  a'  sorts  o'  gear ; 

Tho'  plenty  wad  think  I  wis  crackit, 
Gin  I  wad  the  fee  o'  them  wear. 

There's  in  it  a  bustle  an'  feather, 

A  dolman,  a  boa,  an'  shawl ; 
The  boa,  I'm  thinkin',  sic  weather, 

'11  keep  me  frae  catchin'  the  caul'. 

Twal  yairds,  too,  o'  bonnie  merino, 
The  shade  o'  a  daurk  moosie  broon ; 

An'  nane  but  oor  Johnny's  Robino 
;11  mak'  up  his  auld  mither's  goon. 

'Tween  seedcake  an'  shortbreed,  I'm  thinkin', 
They'll  keep  my  gims  gaun  for  a  while ; 

Tho'  Jock  isna  in  wi'  the  drinkin'. 
He's  sent  me  a  drap  for  the  bile. 

His  mither  was  never  teetotal, 

Nor  yet  did  I  ever  get  fou ; 
I  ne'er  drank  the  bree  frae  the  bottle 

As  some  wad  the  milk  frae  the  coo. 

But,  as  for  the  bustle  an'  feather, 

I  wish,  Lo'd,  the  callan'  had  sense — 

'Twas  done  for  a  lauch  a'thegither, 
An'  that  at  his  mither's  expense. 

Were  I  to  stravaig  roon'  the  clachan 
Dress'd  up  in  a  feather  an'  pad, 

The  folk,  Lo'd,  wad  fa'  to  the  lauchin, 
An'  say  the  auld  budy's  gaun  mad. 
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Withoot  sic  an  earthly  possession 

I  wonner  whiles  what  I  wad  dae, 
For  Johnny's  as  noble  a  blessin' 

As  ony  auld  mither  could  ha'e. 

Puir  thing,  sin'  he  left  his  fond  mither 

To  settle  in  yon  muckle  toon, 
I'm  aye  sure  o'  something  or  ither 

Whenever  blithe  Ne'er-Day  comes  roon. 
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'  Tis  grand  to  be  here  such  a  morning  as  this, 
When  all  is  as  blithe  as  an  Eden  of  bliss, 
For  sweet  smiling  Nature  is  teeming  with  love, 
With  beauty  around  me,  beneath  and  above. 

The  sun's  golden  splendour  has  scatter'd  the  haze, 
And  flooded  with  glory  the  green-cover'd  maize, 
Sweet  singers  above  me,  in  multitudes  throng, 
Some  pouring  out  sweetly  their  chorus  of  song. 

A  rivulet  gladdens  the  fair  smiling  morn, 
And  bathes  in  its  windings  the  bramble  and  thorn, 
Its  sweet  mellow  cadence  wafts  soft  in  the  breeze, 
And  sweetly  it  blends  with  the  humming  of  bees. 

A  flower  plot  of  beauty  enriches  the  view, 
Where  scarlet  and  purple  gems  glisten  with  dew; 
The  thistle  waves  wildly,  but  modestly  bows 
His  dark-ruby  crest  to  the  pink-coloured  rose. 
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The  spray  from  a  fountain,  transparent  and  cool. 
With  loveliness  dimples  the  face  of  a  pool, 
Where  gay  little  minnows  shoot  out  from  the  caves, 
And  joyously  sport  'neath  the  miniature  waves. 

Adown  in  the  dingle  stand  two  little  wells, 
Arrayed  in  great  beauty  with  pebbles  and  shells, 
Where  all  are  made  welcome,  both  peasant  and  peer, 
To  come  and  partake  of  their  sweet  cooling  cheer. 

With  love  for  the  rustic,  I  eagerly  scan 
Such  lovely  surroundings,  enchanted  by  man ; 
No  wonder  the  poets  of  Greenock  should  pen 
Their  songs  to  the  praise  of  this  beautiful  glen. 
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Erected  in  this  bonnie  glen, 

By  self-denying  working  men, 

To  meet  the  wants  of  passers-by, 

Wha  happen  to  be  unco  dry. 

'Tis  ever  free  to  all  who  pass  : 

The  masher  or  the  country  lass 

Can  hither  draw  to  No.  2, 

And  drink  the  real  Auchmountain  dew. 

Such  are  the  lines  of  a  local  poet,  Mr.  D.  King,  engraved 
upon  a  tablet  surmounting  one  of  the  wells  in  Auchmountain 
Glen,  which  must  be  pronounced  a  most  brilliant  achieve- 
ment by,  as  the  lines  above  truly  indicate,  a  number  of 
"  self-denying  working  men." — Port-Glasgow  Express. 
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"  There  isna,  Jock,  a  toun  I  ken 
Can  lick  oor  ain  for  drucken  men ; 
Pay-Monday  last,  God  help  us  a' ! 
Beat  a'  the  sights  I  ever  saw. 

"  Frae  Barr's  Brae  fit,  I'd  safely  say, 
Richt  oot  to  Russell's  owre  the  Bay, 
Ye'd  hardly,  Lo'd,  a  mortal  meet 
That  could  wi'  safety  keep  his  feet. 

"  An'  ilka  aith  o'  young  an'  auld 
Wad  mak'  yer  very  bluid  rin  cauld ; 
E'en  callans  scarcely  in  their  teens 
Can  drink  an'  swear  like  perfect  fiens. 

"  'Tis  sad  to  see  them  gaun  sae  far, 
An'  ilka  fortnicht  gettin'  waur ; 
Were  they  to  ponder  o'er  the  past 
They  surely  wadna  live  sae  fast." 

"  They  wadna  what  ?     Man,  Jamie  Spence, 
I  thocht  ye  had  a  little  sense ; 
As  lang's  the  Clyde  'ill  ebb  an'  flow 
They'll  never,  man,  the  dram  forego. 

"  The  past,  alack  !  to  sic  a  lot 
When  trade  revived  'twas  sune  forgot ; 
The  first  full  pay  they  had  to  draw 
Chased  ilka  dreary  day  awa'. 

"  But  Johnnie,  lad,  we'll  live  in  hope 
That  they'll  sic  drucken  habits  stop ; 
An'  ha'e  a  nest-egg  o'  their  ain 
Should  dullness  e'er  set  in  again." 
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Pale  Autumn  is  dying ;  sad,  sad  is  the  wail 
She  sends  through  the  woodland  and  sorrowing  vale ; 
The  trees  have  been  stript  of  their  vernal  array, 
And  still  are  the  woods  at  the  dawning  of  day. 

The  groves  are  forsaken,  and  silent  the  song 
That  rang  through  the  woodlands  the  summer-day  long; 
The  sweet-warbling  songsters  have  bade  us  good-bye, 
For  Nature  has  told  them  pale  Autumn  must  die. 

The  grey  mists  envelop  yon  steep  lofty  ben, 
And  darkness  o'ershadows  the  face  of  the  glen ; 
Adown  where  the  brooklet  falls  soft  on  the  ear, 
The  leaves  of  the  hazel  lie  yellow  and  sere. 

Though  bare  be  the  upland  and  leafless  the  trees, 
And  dreary  the  song  of  the  northern  breeze, 
The  fruit  of  the  orchard  enlivens  the  scene, 
And  gladdens  the  cottage  at  blithe  Hallowe'en. 

Though  Autumn's  last  moments  have  hastened  decay, 
And  blighted  the  flowerets  that  blossomed  in  May ; 
Though  Winter  winds  whistle  o'er  mountain  and  moor, 
She  has  not  forgotten  the  homes  of  the  poor. 

When  this  blessed  season  lies  lifeless  and  chill, 
And  her  richest  treasures  stowed  up  in  the  mill, 
Let  voices  in  gratitude  heavenward  soar, 
And  thank  God  for  Autumn's  sweet,  bountiful  store. 
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To  Mr.  John  Macaulay,  the  Blacksmith  Bard. 

Dear  brither  bard  an'  honest  freen, 

We  baith  enjoyed  oorsel's  yestreen  : 

Yer  couthy  spouse — yer  thrifty  Bell — 

Was  just  as  kindly  as  yersel'; 

For  ilka  word  was  "  Eat  awa', 

Dear  me,  ye're  daein'  nocht  ava." 

'Tvvas  noo  an'  than — "  Rax  owre  yer  plate, 

Preserve  us,  freens,  ye're  unco  blate ; 

Gin  ye  don't  mak'  yersel's  at  hame 

Ye've  only  got  yersel's  to  blame." 

Wha  widna,  John,  at  sic  a  board, 

Wi'  dainties  that  micht  serve  a  lord, 

Dae  justice  to  the  temptin'  fare 

Served  up  by  sic  a  namely  pair  ? 

To  tell  the  trith,  I'd  sic  a  wame, 

That  I  could  scarcely  wauchle  hame. 

If  ever  mortals  dined  on  pie, 

Believe  me,  John,  'twas  Meg  an'  I. 

We  manag'd  hame,  though,  let  me  say, 

'Twas  just  as  muckle's  we  could  dae ; 

For  ilka  step  we  hameward  bent, 

My  breeks  aye  gave  the  ither  rent ; 

An'  almost  ilka  breath  I  drew 

A  button  aff  my  waist-ban'  flew. 

Ye  wad  ha'e  lauch'd  yersel',  I  ween, 

Had  ye  but  witness'd  sic  a  scene ; 

The  roars  o'  Meg  rang  through  the  air — 

She  lauch'd  her  very  hainches  sair ; 
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Her  ladyship  enjoy'd  immense 
The  fun  she  had  at  Dan's  expense. 
We  held  awa'  'neath  sleet  an'  rain  ; 
But,  haith,  the  fun  reviv'd  again, 
For  at  the  foot  o'  Bogston's  brae 
The  heid-ban'  o'  Meg's  coat  gave  way. 
li  Ha,  ha  !  "  quo'  I,  "my  bonnie  doo, 
Lo'd,  I  maun  dae  the  lauchin'  noo." 
But  Maggie  lauch'd,  gin  I  should  tell — 
But,  no,  I'll  keep  that  to  mysel', 
Like  some  frail  barque  against  the  tide, 
Oor  timmers  sway'd  frae  side  to  side. 
Wha  saw  us  baith  cleek  up  the  road, 
Stot,  stottin'  under  sic  a  load, 
Micht  say,  as  I  ha'e  said  mysel', 
"  That  pair  has  surely  had  a  smell." 
But,  Johnny,  be  that  as  it  may, 
We're  baith  as  richt's  the  mail  to-day, 
The  lines  are  hung  wi'  Maggie's  braws — 
For  we  were  baith  like  drookit  craws. 
Permit  me,  freen,  before  I  close — 
For  Meg  has  noo  begun  to  dose — 
To  say  a  word  'bout  you  an'  yours, 
Though  it  should  tak'  me  twa-three  'oors. 
Yer  wife,  John,  's  something  like  my  ain- 
Nae  pride,  but  just  a  wee  thing  plain, 
She's  ready-witted,  kind,  an'  true ; 
For  look  ye  hoo  she  cockers  you. 
I'm  thinkin'  ye'll  agree  wi'  me 
That  Bell's  just  what  a  wife  should  be. 
An'  for  yer  weans — God  bless  them  a'! 
Three  finer  bairns  I  never  saw ; 
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For  Meg  an'  I  could  plainly  see 
They're  trained  as  weanies  ocht  to  be. 
May  God  protect  them  nicht  an'  day, 
An'  keep  them  oot  o'  hairm's  way; 
An'  may  they  sprout  up  side  by  side, 
A  mither's  joy  an'  faith er's  pride. 
As  for  yersel'j  my  gifted  chiel, 
I've  foun'  ye  aye  as  true  as  steel. 
In  fac',  nae  maiter  wha  ye  meet, 
Aboot  the  braes  or  on  the  street, 
Aye  ilka  neebor,  roon'  an'  roon', 
Declares  Macaulay's  even  doon. 
An'  for  yer  rhymin'  powers,  atweel, 
There's  few  bards  sic  a  heicht  can  spiel ; 
You  well  describe  yon  towerin'  ben, 
Yon  lovely  strath  and  bosky  glen, 
The  burnie  loupin'  owre  the  stanes 
Has  harmonis'd  yer  lofty  strains  y 
The  blackbird  pipin'  in  the  dell, 
The  beauties  roon'  Auchmountain  Well ; 
Ye've  sung,  too,  o'  oor  meads  an'  glades, 
O'  Scotchmen,  ay,  an'  Scottish  maids, 
An'  aften  'mang  yer  rhymin'  ware, 
Puir  Paddy,  John,  has  had  a  share. 
It's  gettin'  late,  preserve  us !  Jock, 
It's  on  the  chap  o'  twal  o'clock ; 
But  jist  ae  meenit  langer  thole, 
I'm  windin'  up  this  rigmarole, 
But  ere  I  close  I  maun  be  plain — 
Depend  on't  we'll  be  back  again. 
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OOR  MINISTER'S  CLOAK. 

Lines  Written  on  the  Occasion  of  the  Rev.  Alex. 
Baird,  Newark  Free  Church,  Port-Glasgow, 
Receiving  a  Minister's  Gown. 

Ye'll  maybe  no'  guess  what  oor  minister's  got, 
An'  I  can  assure  ye  he's  proud  eneuch  o't. 
"  Oh,  is  it,"  I  think  I  hear  somebody  say, 
(<  A  ca'  to  a  kirk  wi'  a  far  bigger  pay  ?  " 
Na,  that's  no'  the  case,  though  I  ha'ena  a  doot 
A  hunner  or  twa  wadna  put  him  aboot. 
He's  jist  had  a  gift  frae  his  dear,  lovin'  flock, 
O'  what,  dae  ye  think,  but  a  minister's  cloak. 

When  some  o'  the  auld  folks  first  heard  o'  the  goon, 
They  almost  wi'  fury  jamp  up  to  the  moon ; 
Although  that  was  only  the  mind  o'  a  few, 
It's  no',  let  me  tell  ye,  the  case  wi'  them  noo. 
Ye'll  hear  the  same  bodies  say,  "Oh,  but  it's  neat" — 
They  canna,  for  watchin'  it,  sit  in  their  seat. 
There's  nae  sic  a  thing  noo  as  watchin'  the  nock, 
They're  a'  sae  ta'en  up  wi'  the  minister's  cloak. 

The  years  that  he's  preach' d — and  that's  ane  ower  the 

score — 
He  ne'er  wore  a  goon  in  his  pu'pit  before; 
In  simmer  or  winter  they  cared  na  a  jot, 
The  Cameron  Clan  wad  ha'e  nocht  but  the  coat. 
But  noo,  sin'  we've  thrown  in  oor  lot  wi'  the  "  Free," 
In  a'  formal  maitters  we  mean  to  agree ; 
Preserve  us,  I'm  frichtit  the  weanies  '11  chock 
Streetchin'  their  necks  at  the  minister's  cloak. 
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The  mantle  looks  nice,  but  deny  it  wha  can, 

It's  no'  hauf  as  guid  nor  as  nice  as  the  man ; 

In  sickness  an'  sorrow,  in  weal  or  in  wae, 

Oor  minister  never  forsook  us  a  day. 

Nae  doot,  as  I've  said,  but  the  vesture  looks  braw, 

But  ilk  ane  here  kens  he's  worthy  o't  a5 ; 

Without  makin'  either  a  jest  or  a  joke, 

We  ocht  to  be  prood  o'  oor  minister's  cloak. 
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Railwaymen  !  railwaymen  !  shoulder  to  shoulder, 
Waver,  alas !  and  you'll  go  to  the  wall ; 

Wake  from  your  slumber,  be  bolder  and  bolder, 
Would  you  have  serfdom — your  future  enthrall. 

Staunch  in  your  rear  stands  the  pink  of  a  nation 
Waving  your  claims  to  be  honest  and  right, 

Wishing  the  struggle  a  shorter  duration, 
Why  not  in  unity  valiantly  fight  ? 

Keep  in  the  fore-front  the  old  Scottish  thistle, 
Ken  ye  that  canny-gaun  Scotchmen  are  brave, 

The  more  they  are  trampled  the  stifFer  they  bristle, 
Courage — 'tis  only  but  justice  you  crave. 

"Win"  in  this  struggle  means  close  combination, 
Tyrants  without  it  must  carry  the  sway, 

Justice  admits  you've  had  great  provocation, 
Why  not  be  able  to  carry  the  day  ? 
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Where  are  your  comforts,  alas !  have  you  any  ? 

Know  you  the  joys  of  a  cheerie  fire-end, 
Yet  they'll  deny  you  the  joys  of  the  many — 

Patience,  for  God  can  the  gallant  defend. 

Happy  the  sire  when  his  progeny  gather 
Round  him  at  night  in  their  innocent  glee. 

Some  of  your  four-year-olds  know  not  their  father, 
Why  ?  'cause  you're  seldom  from  slavery  free. 

Who,  I  would  ask,  are  the  guilty  aggressors  ? 

Some  say  'twas  Tommy,  Dick,  Harry,  and  Ned, 
Toiling  were  they  for  their  cruel  oppressors, 

When  all  other  tradesmen  lay  cosy  in  bed. 

Steady,  my  hearties,  oh,  would  you  surrender, 
Each  of  you  manfully  shoulder  his  gun ; 

Justice  is  yours,  and  your  God  and  defender 
Will  not  desert  you  till  justice  is  done. 
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Stand  to  your  colours,  be  patient  and  fearless, 

Courage,  my  hearties,  the  goal  is  in  sight ; 
Wrongs  that  for  ages  have  render'd  us  cheerless, 

Justice  demands  that  such  wrongs  be  made  right. 
Paddy  asks  justice,  and  not  separation — 

Right-thinking  Irishmen  must  have  it  too — 
Would  that  the  Tories  made  such  reparation  ; 

Paddy  would  only  be  getting  his  due. 
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Long  we've  been  under  the  yoke  of  oppression, 

Robb'd  and  ill-treated  by  tyrant  and  knave ; 
Long  has  base  land-grabbers  held  in  possession 

Rights  that  poor  Irishmen  honestly  crave. 
England  could  raise  our  poor  down-trodden  nation, 

Justice  would  bind  us  both  loyal  and  true ; 
Were  she  to  grant  Erin  home  legislation, 

Paddy  would  only  be  getting  his  due. 

Look  at  our  cabins — what  fiendish  disaster — 

Brought  to  the  ground  by  a  merciless  band, 
Crush'd  and  oppress'd  by  a  land-grabbing  master, 

Paddy's  determined  no  longer  to  stand. 
We  for  poor  Erin  know  best  what  is  wanted — 

Let  us  with  vigour  that  object  pursue — 
Never,  oh,  never,  my  heroes,  feel  daunted, 

For  certainly  Paddy  will  yet  get  his  due. 

Shake  off  coercion  that  round  you  encumber, 

Budge  not  an  inch  till  the  battle  is  won  ! 
Soon  may  your  sorrows,  tho'  mony  in  number, 

Vanish  like  mist  'neath  a  tropical  sun. 
Wake  from  your  slumber,  the  day-dawn  is  breaking, 

Steady  ;  the  goal-post  of  freedom's  in  view ; 
Willie  declares  in  this  great  undertaking 

To  do  all  he  can  to  give  Paddy  his  due. 
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(By  Request.) 

While  kindred  clubs  a'  meet  to  pay 

Glad  homage  to  Rab's  natal  day, 

A  club  compos'd  o'  working  men 

Assembled  in  Auchmountain  Glen, 

Regardless  o'  the  win'  that  blew, 

The  rain  that  drenched  them  thro'  an'  thro', 

An'  o'  the  brae  they  had  to  spiel, 

Before  they  reach  yon  cosy  biel ; 

Despite  the  storm,  the  Boys  were  bent 

On  celebratin'  that  event. 

Within  the  auld  strone  hoose  at  last, 

An'  shelter'd  frae  the  Januar'  blast, 

They  ane  an'  a'  wi;  richt  guidwill, 

Sat  doon  nae  doot  to  eat  their  fill. 

An'  what  a  spread  before  them  lay, 

It  micht  hae  done  as  mony  mai'; 

But  thirty  callans,  plump  an'  fair, 

Sune  made  a  hole  in  what  was  there. 

Auld  Scotia's  Haggis,  pipin'  hot, 

Gaed  ower  their  thrapples  jist  like  shot ; 

An'  when  yon  sturdy  chiels  were  din 

There  wasna  muckle  left  behin'. 

When  ilka  ane  has  had  his  share 

O'  Scotia's  wholesome,  simple  fare, 

The  chairman,  in  a  few  remarks 

'Boot  tailless  mares  and  cutty  sarks, 

An'  in  the  very  pink  o'  trim, 

Fills  up  his  bumper  to  the  brim. 
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He  tells  the  lave  to  follow  suit, 

An'  that  they  dae  without  a  doot. 

The  glasses  syne  stan'  reamin'  fu' 

O'  yule,  an'  prime  Auchmountain  dew. 

The  mem'ry  o'  oor  Scottish  Bard 

Is  pledg'd  wi'  feelin's  o'  regard. 

The  rafters  then  begin  to  ring, 

As  ilka  member  rose  to  sing. 

"  There  was  a  lad  was  born  in  Kyle  " 

Was  rendered  in  the  best  o'  style. 

Anither  chiel  sung  "  Scots  Wha  Hae," 

The  greatest  war-ode  o'  the  day. 

In  fact  they  sung  baith  lood  an'  lang 

The  praises  o'  oor  King  o'  Sang. 

I  felt,  altho'  I  sung  mysel', 

A  something  that  I  couldna  tell. 

I  thocht  o'  that  wild  Januar'  morn, 

An'  o'  the  bairnie  that  was  born. 

I  see  him  in  his  youthfu'  days, 

Romp,  rompin'  roon'  yon  "Banks  an'  Braes." 

I  see  his  manly  heart  laid  bare, 

When  singin'  o'  his  native  Ayr. 

I  watch  him  tak'  his  journey  East, 

As  humble  as  a  parish  priest. 

I  see  Edina  at  her  best, 

Wi'  Rabbie  as  her  honour'd  guest ; 

I  hear  him  tell  her  clever  men 

A  wheen  o'  things  they  dinna  ken. 

They  size  the  chiel  frae  tap  to  tae, 

Attir'd  in  home-spun  hodden  grey. 

They  keenly  at  the  bardie  stare, 

But  Rabbie  sits,  a  deil-ma-eare. 
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It  was  an  undisputed  fac' 
They  had  in  Rab  a  nut  to  crack. 
His  comp'ny's  coorted  far  an'  wide, 
For  Robin's  dear  auld  Scotland's  pride. 
The  noble  at  his  festive  board 
Has  entertain'd  him  like  a  lord. 
Rab's  lauded  by  the  gran'  an'  gay, 
The  greatest  wonder  o'  his  day. 

The  scene  is  chang'd,  alak,  alak, 
Puir  Robin's  on  the  downward  track ; 
The  rank  wha  helped  him  to  the  bree, 
Noo  like  an  arrow  frae  him  flee. 
How  dare  they  shrink  frae  sic  a  chiel, 
Wha  did  sae  much  for  Scotia's  weal  ? 
God  help  us,  look  at  what  they  dae, 
While  crush'd  'neath  sorrow,  grief,  an'  wae ; 
Wi'  ill  health,  almost  broken  doon, 
He's  lettered  by  some  heartless  loon, 
To  pay  some  paltry  poun'  or  twa, 
Or  suffer  sweetly  by  the  law. 
Ay,  that's  what  "  honest  Scots  hae  done  " 
To  Scotland's  dear  immortal  son. 

But  hush  !  that  dear  immortal  soul 
Is  nearin'  the  eternal  goal ; 
An'  whaur's  his  ain  dear  Bonnie  Jean  ? 
She  isnae  there  to  steek  his  een. 
Jean,  restless,  in  anither  bed, 
Bewails  her  noble  husband  dead. 
Pair  Robin  fell,  but,  mercy  me, 
They're  lifeless  that  frae  fau'ts  are  free. 
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Wi'  a'  his  fau'ts,  ye'll  bear  in  min\ 
The  bard  was  ever  leal  an'  kin'; 
He  struggled,  as  we're  a'  aware, 
For  Scotland's  humble,  honest  puir. 
Alak,  I  think  I  see  him  lie, 
While  rank  an'  splendour  pass  him  by  ; 
A  puir  heart-broken,  honest  chiel, 
But  still  a  heart  as  true  as  steel. 
In  spite  o'  a'  their  poison'd  darts, 
Rab  lies  enshrin'd  in  Scottish  hearts. 
But  I'm  awa'.  Lo'd,  frae  the  point, 
My  noddle's  surely  oot  o'  joint ; 
But  jist  anither  word  or  twa, 
Before  you  chappies  homeward  draw. 
Ye're  no  to  think,  as  ye  micht  do, 
That  ilka  ane  was  reelin'  fou ; 
Na,  na  !  auld  freen',  ye  needna  fash, 
For  they  were  a'  as  straight's  a  rash  ; 
Declaring  as  they  hameward  bent, 
A  blither  nicht  they  never  spent. 


WHAT  CONSTITUTES  THE  MAN. 

Though  money  makes  the  mare  to  go, 

Does  money  make  the  man  ? 
A  thousand  times  I'd  answer  no, 

That  money  never  can. 
'Tis  honesty  that  leads  the  van 

Along  life's  rugged  road ; 
"  And  honesty  has  made  the  man — 

The  noblest  work  of  God." 
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Man  may  inherit  noble  birth, 

Yet  lack  an  honest  heart ; 
The  well-spring  of  man's  noble  worth 

Is  honesty — not  art. 
His  coat  may  make  him  blush  for  shame, 

His  face  both  pinch'd  and  wan  ; 
Man  may  be  poor,  yet  still  may  claim 

What  constitutes  the  man. 

Will  wealth  alone  secure  you  joy 

Where  nothing  dare  molest  ? 
Will  gold  extract  the  base  alloy 

That  festers  in  the  breast? 
If  wealth  be  yours,  make  God  your  guide, 

Adopt  His  noble  plan; 
Nor  gold,  alas,  nor  empty  pride 

Can  constitute  the  man. 

Alas  !  when  death's  sharp  pruning-knife 

Secures  you  as  its  prey, 
Will  opulence  ensure  you  life 

For  one  brief  single  day? 
"The  king  may  wear  a  jewell'd  crown," 

And  on  it  rank  may  scan ; 
'Tis  not  the  gold,  nor  yet  the  gown, 

That  constitutes  the  man. 
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I  MAUN  HA'E  A  MAN. 

This  is  nonsense  a'  thegether, 
Hoo  should  I  hing  wi;  my  mither  ? 
Gin  I  muckle  langer  swither 

I'll  get  leave  to  stan'. 
Stan',  ay,  till  I'm  auld  an'  dotit, 
Surly,  snarly,  bleer'd,  an'  blotit, 
Never  was  sic  things  allotit — 

I  maun  ha'e  a  man. 

I'm  but  risin'  five-an'- thirty, 
Thrifty,  weel-faur'd,  hale,  an'  hearty, 
An'  for  dresses,  by  my  certie, 

Few  can  trip  sae  gran'. 
Few  in  Greenock's  better  gether'd, 
Hats  in  a'  shapes  sprucely  feather'd, 
A'  I  want  noo's  to  be  tether'd 

To  some  decent  man. 

I'd  ha'e  marrit  Robin  Miller, 
But  my  mither  wad  ha'e  siller; 
Rab,  wi'  a'  that  I'd  say  till  her, 

Wadna  get  my  han'. 
She  wad  aye  persist  in  sayin', 
"  Mind  ye,  lassie,  what  ye're  daein'." 
Thro'  her  preachin'  an'  her  pray  in' 

I  ha'e  lost  a  man. 

Mithers  wi'  their  interferin' 
Tread  on  ice  that  isna  bearin', 
For  my  outlook's  ocht  but  cheerin', 
Canvas  a'  I  can. 
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Had  she  only  tell't  the  callan, 
"  Tak'  her  wi5  ye,  gin  ye're  vvillin'," 
Tho'  he  hadna  then  a  shillin', 
I'd  ha'e  had  a  man. 

Dootless  it  is  ocht  but  cheerie 
Sittin'  ever  dool  an'  eerie ; 
Time's  revolvin'  like  a  peerie 

Roon'  our  solar  plan. 
Eh,  but  I  detest  a  garret, 
Monkey,  poodle,  cat,  an'  parrot, 
Nae  sic  things  for  Peggy  Stirret — 

I  maun  ha'e  a  man. 


I'LL  TAK'  THE  GUID  O'  WHAT  I  HA'E. 

"  Ye're  glowerin',  Rab,  an'  weel  ye  may, 
For  seldom,  lad,  ye  see  me  drest ; 
But  in  the  future,  let  me  say, 
I  mean  to  scuff  my  very  best. 

"  What  need  ha'e  I  to  hoard  up  gear, 
To  busk  anither  wife  fu'  braw  ? 
Nae  limmer,  Rab,  '11  ever  wear 
A  dud  o'  mine  when  I'm  awa'." 

"  Lo'd,  dae  ye  hear  the  woman  noo, 
The  venom's  pictur'd  in  her  face. 
Content  yoursel',  my  bonnie  doo, 
For  deil  a  wife  '11  get  yer  place." 
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"  Oh,  Robin,  dinna  sin  yer  saul. 
Was  I  to  dee,  ye  wadna  what  ? 
Ye'd  hardly  let  my  corpse  be  caul' 
Till  ye'd  be  hangin'  up  yer  hat. 

"  For  instance,  look  at  Matthew  Reid, 
Noo,  wasna  his  a  shamefu'  case  ? 
Meg  wasna,  Rab,  a  fortnicht  deid 
Till  Kirsty  Gray  stood  in  her  place. 

"What  said  he,  Robin,  to  us  baith, 

Yon  nicht  he  met  us  ower  the  toon  ? — 
'Nae  mortal,  on  his  solemn  aith, 

Wad  ever  stan'  in  Maggie's  shoon.' 

"  He  hasna  kept  his  promise  lang, 
The  dirty,  muckle,  heartless  tyke, 
I  quite  agree  wi'  Tibbie  Strang, 
For,  haith,  I  see  ye're  a'  alike. 

"  Tho'  Matthew  made  a  great  fracaw, 
Ye'd  be,  Rab,  jist  as  bad  as  he ; 
In  fac'  I  couldna  pu'  a  straw 
Atween  the  very  best  o'  ye. 

"  Ah,  thrifty  women,  dae  ye  ken — 
Aloo  me,  Robin,  to  be  plain — 
Are  by  a  wheen  o'  heartless  men 

Fu'  little  thocht  o'  when  they're  gane. 

•;  Yer  next,  I  doot,  ;11  no'  can  craw 

Ower  ocht  she's  had  frae  Jean  M'Lae, 
For  while  God  gies  me  breath  to  draw 
I'll  tak'  the  guid  o'  what  I  ha'e." 
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LODGINGS. 

Let  lodgings  be  ever  so  good, 

They  ha'ena  the  comforts  o'  hame ; 

Nae  maitter  hoo  halesome  the  food, 
The  taste  somehow's  never  the  same. 

Yer  room  may  be  cleanly  and  snod, 
The  landlady  namely  an'  plain, 

Sic  things  dinna  lichten  the  load 
That  lies  on  the  breist  like  a  stane. 

Nae  wine  to  greet  ye  wi'  words, 
As  honey  ye  get  frae  the  bees  ; 

Nae  weans,  like  a  flock  o'  wee  birds, 
Cryin',  "  Up,  daddy,  up  if  ye  p'ease  ! 

The  bed  may  be  cosy  and  warm, 
An'  nocht  in't  to  pester  yer  life ; 

But,  ah !  freens,  it  hasna  the  charm 
'Twad  ha'e  wi'  a  sonsy  bit  wife. 

Yer  jacket  micht  need  twa-three  steeks, 
Yer  stockin's  need  darnin'  as  well ; 

But  drawers,  sark,  jacket,  an'  breeks 
Maun  a'  be  repaired  by  yerseP. 

Should  serious  trouble  set  in, 

When  moanin'  an'  writhin'  in  pain, 

Alack  !  freens,  it's  then  that  ye  fin' 
There's  nocht  like  a  nest  o'  yer  ain. 
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SIMMER  IS  HERE. 


Winter  an'  spring  ha'e  baith  slippit  awa;, 
An'  simmer  has  donned  her  green  mantle  fu'  braw  ; 
Birds  are  proclaimin'  loud,  mellow,  an'  clear, 
That  simmer  in  a'  her  sweet  beauty  is  here. 

Yes,  simmer  is  here,  for  the  robin's  black  e'e 
Micht  tell  ye  he's  just  in  the  heicht  o'  his  glee ; 
Fu'  proudly  he  sits,  like  a  monarch  in  state, 
Chirp,  chirpin'  awa'  to  his  fond,  lovin'  mate. 

Fu'  sweetly  Sol  smiles  on  the  breath  o'  the  morn, 
An'  drinks  o'  the  dew  frae  the  lap  o;  the  thorn ; 
He  paints  ilka  flower  wi'  artistical  skill, 
An'  dimples  the  face  o'  the  murmuring  rill. 

No'  far  frae  the  broom  wi'  its  tassels  o'  gold, 
The  thistle  stan's  proudly,  defiant  and  bold ; 
An'  yonder  in  bloom,  after  Nature's  repose, 
We  gaze  wi'  delight  on  the  bonnie  wild  rose. 

I'll  ever  for  simmer  sweet  feelings  retain ; 
It  brings  back  sweet  scenes  o'  my  childhood  again  ; 
When  youth  was  refulgent  wi'  nocht  to  annoy, 
I've  rambled  the  braes  in  the  wildest  o'  joy. 

'Twad  tempt  Him  wha  sent  sic  a  season  o'  bliss, 
Were  we  to  sit  mopin'  fine  weather  like  this ; 
Let's  aff  to  the  woodlands  and  banish  dull  care, 
An'  breathe  the  sweet  odour  that  perfumes  the  air. 
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I'M  DULL  FOR  THE  WANT  O'  A  MAN. 

I  won'er  what  ails  a'  the  callans  at  me, 

There's  never  ane  gies  me  a  ca' ; 
I'm  jist  as  weel-faur'd  as  some  hizzies  I  see, 

That  are  buckled  to  callans  fu'  braw. 

I've  plenty  o'  claes  an'  some  siller  as  weel, 

I  can  dress  like  a  leddy  fu'  gran', 
Tho'  bless'd  wi'  sic  comforts  there's  ae  thing  I  feel— 

I'm  dull  for  the  want  o'  a  man. 

I'm  aften  sae  vex'd  I  could  sit  doon  an'  greet— 

Hoo  lang  will  I  suffer  sic  pain  ? 
Gin  I  wis  but  mairit  I'd  feel  life  fu'  sweet, 

In  a  cosy  wee  hoose  o'  my  ain. 

I've  six  printed  wrappers  for  ilka-day  wear. 

For  shifts  I  ha'e  dizzens  laid  by ; 
Feth,  few  o'  my  sex,  I  could  solemnly  swear, 

Are  hauf  sae  weel  gathered  as  I. 

It's  chawin'  to  see  bits  o'  lassies,  ye  ken, 
That's  scarce  got  a  rag  for  their  back, 

Comin'  hame  frae  the  kirk,  an'  alang  wi'  their  men, 
In  their  jubilee  dresses  o'  black. 
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SILLER,  LO;D'S,  ONLY  A  SICHT. 

Eh,  siller,  Lo'd's,  only  a  sicht, 
It's  nae  sooner  got  than  it's  gane ; 

My  certie !  it  sune  get's  a  fricht 
When  ilka  ane  handles  their  ain. 

Oor  lassocks,  too,  ha'e  to  be  dress't 
Like  a'  ither  lassocks,  ye  ken, 

An'  a'  things  maun  be  o'  the  best, 
To  see  gin  they  canna  get  men. 

An'  sax  rivin'  callans  to  feed, 

It  isna  a  joke,  let  me  tell ; 
To  keep  them  a'  gaun  in  lafe-breid 

Wad  puzzle  a  baker  himsel'. 

Nae  won'er  whiles  mithers  get  crouse 
When  guidin'  domestic  affairs, 

For  callans  wad  tak'  in  a  hoose 
A  snab  daein'  nocht  but  repairs. 

It  tak's  us  to  study  an'  plan 

To  try  an'  keep  ilka  thing  richt, 

An'  ever  as  carefu's  we  can, 
For  siller,  Lo'd's,  only  a  sicht, 
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THE  MAID  O'  TOLLCROSS. 

She's  aye  on  the  carpet,  but  no'  as  a  wanter, 
An'  few  can  fin'  courage  to  ask  for  her  han'; 

She'd  mak'  sic  a  party  rin  hame  in  a  canter, 
For  Nellie,  I'm  thinkin',  '11  ne'er  tak'  a  man. 

Gae  speir  ye  her  price,  an'  she'll  puff  up  like  pouther ; 

Tho'  dizzens  ha'e  ask'd  her  again  an'  again, 
To  a'  their  proposals  she's  held  the  cauld  shouther — 

Nell's  still  on  the  carpet,  an'  means  to  remain. 

She  lo'ed,  when  a  lassie,  a  yellow  hair'd  callan, 
An'  ilk  thing  was  settled  that  marrit  they'd  be ; 

But  ah  !  ere  the  bridal  the  cowardly  villain 

Left  sweet,  winsome  Nellie,  an'  aff  owre  the  sea. 

Near  sweet  Achinshoogal,  whaur  Wull  an'  her  pairted, 
She'd  staun'  like  a  statue  an'  vacantly  stare ; 

Syne  a'  in  a  second,  like  ane  broken-hearted, 
The  lassie  wad  sit  doon  an'  greet  unco  sair. 

She'd  gang  to  the  woodland  whaur  aften  they  wander'd- 
The  birdies  sang  sweetly  in  ilka  green  tree — 

An'  sigh,  as  she  sat  whaur  the  burnie  meandered, 
"  Ah,  ilka  thing's  happy  an'  cheerie  but  me." 

She  lo'ed  the  wee  birdies,  but  oh,  she  was  eerie; 

The  joy  o'  her  lang-cherished  prospect  was  gane  ; 
Had  Wullie  been  faithfu',  Nell  wad  ha'e  been  cheerie, 

Wi'  him  an'  her  snug  in  a  hoose  o'  their  ain. 
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There's  nae  doot  but  Nellie  was  perfectly  silly 
For  ane  she  believ'd  ever  faithfu'  an'  true ; 

An'  aye  as  she  thocht  o'  the  conduct  o'  Wullie, 
The  puir  dowie  lassie  felt  doon  i'  the  mou'. 

The  villagers  felt  for  a  lassie  sae  bonnie, 

An'  helpit  fu'  kindly  to  lichten  her  loss ; 
For  really  an'  truly  they  never  saw  ony 

Sae  gracefu'  an'  sweet  as  the  Maid  o'  Tollcross. 

The  blow  almost  broke  her  bit  heart  a'thegither, 
His  flicht  aften  brocht  the  saut  tear  to  her  e'e ; 

She  couldna,  she  kent,  gie  her  heart  to  anither, 
For  that  was  a  treasure  she  hadna  to  gie. 

She's  rowin'  in  plenty,  for  Nell  has  been  thrifty, 
An'  nane  daur  say  black  is  the  white  o'  her  e'e ; 

She's  aye  on  the  carpet,  tho'  noo  aboon  fifty, 
An'  single  the  body's  determin'd  to  dee. 
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The  year's  on  the  wane,  Tam,  the  year's  on  the  wane, 
We're  just  on  the  eve  o'  a  new  ane  again ; 
I  trust  that  the  new  ane  may  prove  to  us  a' 
As  guid  as  the  year  that's  fast  slippin'  awa'. 

Sin'  last  Ne'er- Day  mornin',  I'm  thankfu'  to  say, 
Ye  ha'ena  thro'  slackness  been  idle  a  day ; 
An'  this  year  we've  sav'd  what  we  couldna  before, 
A  poun',  should  the  wolf  stan'  an'  scrape  at  the  door. 
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SHOULD  PARSONS  SMOKE? 

Should  Parsons  smoke  ? — The  thing's  absurd, 

The  habit's  really  shocking ; 
They  trample  on  God's  holy  Word 

If  they  encourage  smoking. 

If  oor  Parson  wasna  to  get  his  bit  draw, 

Guid  pity  his  dear  lovin'  flock ; 
He  couldna,  Lo'd,  study  a  sermon  ava, 

Were  we  to  deny  him  his  smoke. 


INQUISITIVE  JEAN. 


Oh,  ken  ye  the  body  that  bides  on  oor  stairs — 
A  body  that  kens  ilka  body's  affairs  ? 
My  certie !  whaurever  there's  news  to  be  got 
She's  no  lang,  I'm  thinkin',  o'  reachin'  the  spot. 
Jean's  never  dune  rinnin',  the  length  o'  the  day, 
For  news  is  her  hobby,  an'  news  she  maun  ha'e ; 
The  villagers  ocht  to  petition  the  Queen 
To  tell  her  affairs  to  inquisitive  Jean. 

I  carena  a  docken  what  'oor  ye  gang  oot, 
She'll  ken  whaur  ye're  gaun — ay,  an'  whatye're  aboot. 
Jist  open  yer  door  gin  ye're  wantin'  some  fun, 
Jean's  oot  on  the  stair  like  the  shot  o'  a  gun  ; 
Slip  into  the  close  ony  'oor  on  the  clock, 
She's  up  like  a  lintie  an'  owre  the  bed- stock  ; 
When  ilka  ane's  sleepin',  an'  a'  things  serene, 
There's  seldom  a  wink  on  inquisitive  Jean. 
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Supposin'  some  freens  on  a  neebour  should  ca', 
She'll  ken  a'  aboot  them  before  they  gae  'wa' ; 
Jean  maun  get  admittance — ye  daurna  refuse — 
I  never,  Lo'd  !  kent  sic  a  deevil  for  news. 
By  no'  lettin'  ither  folk's  business  alane 
She  canna,  I'm  certain,  atten'  to  her  ain. 
I'm  thinkin'  her  ingle-cheek  canna  be  clean ; 
But  dirt  disna  bother  inquisitive  Jean. 

It's  nonsense  to  purchase  the  Herald  or  Mail ; 
Their  stories  are  dry,  an'  their  articles  stale ; 
There  isna  a  weekly  comes  into  the  shire 
Can  cope  wi'  Jean's  organ  for  wut  an'  satire ; 
Come  under  its  power  an'  ye'll  wriggle  wi'  pain ; 
Preserve  us  !  'twad  rip  ye  richt  into  the  bane. 
There  hasna  a  weapon  been  tempered,  I  ween, 
Could  cut  wi'  the  tongue  o'  inquisitive  Jean. 


AN  UNLUCKY  FIRST  FIT. 

J ist  lecture  awa'  till  ye' re  black  in  the  face, 

Wull  Stevenson  winna  get  in ; 
Auld  cronie  or  no'  doesna  alter  the  case, 

So  dinna  kick  up  sic  a  din. 
For  sax  solid  months,  I  wi'  safety  can  say, 

Ye've  ne'er,  Jock,  descended  the  pit ; 
An'  think  on  the  lammie  we  buried  in  May, 

Through  sic  an  unlucky  first  fit. 

Wee  Tammy  had  lain  'mang  the  yird  but  a  week, 

When  Robbie  an'  Jeanie  lay  doon 
At  death's  door,  puir  things,  scarcely  able  to  speak, 

Through  that  muckle,  flat-fitted  loon. 
G 
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Sin'  Ne'er-Day  cam'  in  I  ha'e  never  been  weel, 

My  heid's  aye  been  likin'  to  split ; 
I'd  almost  as  sune  see  the  face  o'  the  deil 

As  sic  an  unlucky  first  fit. 

Alan,  craters  wha  squint,  I  ha'e  tell't  ye  afore, 

Or  foggies  wi'  feet  like  a  scone, 
Should  ne'er  be  allowed,  Jock,  to  darken  a  door 

Till  Ne'er-Day's  a  guid  bittie  on. 
ki  Oor  hoose  wasna  healthy,"  the  doctor  wad  say, 

An'  aften  advised  us  to  flit ; 
But  na,  Jock  !  the  source  o'  oor  troubles  a'  lay 

In  sic  an  unlucky  first  fit. 

Na,  na,  Johnnie  Riddel,  he  canna  be  here — 

Na,  never  while  I'm  to  the  fore  j 
Alake  !  when  I  think  o'  my  bonnie  wee  dear 

My  very  heart  melts  to  the  core. 
Ye'd  welcome  him  noo,  after  a'  we've  cam'  through, 

It  seems,  Jock,  ye  carena  a  spit ; 
Nae  won'er  I've  felt  sae  aft  doon  in  the  mou' 

Through  sic  an  unlucky  first  fit. 


I'M  REAL  PROUD  TO  SEE  YE. 

The  following  Lines  are  Dedicated  to  James 
Cunningham,  of  Newcastle. 

"  Good  morning,  old  fellow,  and  how  do  you  do  ?  " 
"  I  daurna  complain,  sir,  but  wha,  pray,  are  you?" 
"  You  don't  seem  to  know  me,  I  see,  very  well." 
"Weel,  no — oh  J  losh,  Jamie,  can  that  be  yersel  ?  " 
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"  I'm  real  proud  to  see  ye,  an'  hoo  are  ye  a'  ? 
Let's  ha'e,  my  auld  cock,  a  bit  shake  o'  yer  paw  ; 
Ye're  takin'  m'  weel  wi'  the  banks  o'  the  Tyne, 
For  haith,  I  can  tell  ye,  ye're  stan'in'  it  fine. 

"  Ye're  aye,  I  can  see,  just  as  fond  o?  the  joke, 

That  lauch  that  ye  gied  lat  the  cat  oot  the  poke ; 

Altho'  ye're  forgettin'  yer  auld  mither-tongue, 

That  smile's  brocht  me  back  to  the  days  we  were  young 

"  An'  they  were  the  days,  tho'  alack  !  they're  awa', 
We'll  ever  wi'  pleasure  fu'  gladly  reca' ; 
Tho'  tricky,  nae  doot,  bits  o'  callans,  ye  ken, 
Are  no'  just  as  solid  an'  settled  as  men. 

"  Yon  pliskie  we  played  on  auld  Nannie  M'Crae 
Gies  folk  an  idea  what  callans  '11  dae ; 
'Twas  yon  nicht  we  milk'd  Nannie's  coo  in  the  byre, 
An'  pu'd  up  her  parritch-pat  clean  aff  the  fire. 

"  Ye've  mm'  hoo  she  stood  wi'  the  meal  in  her  han', 
As  stiff  an'  as  mute  as  a  statue  '11  stan' ; 
An'  ere  ye'd  say  peas,  wi'  the  fricht  she  had  got 
The  auld  budie  made  oot  the  door  like  a  shot. 

"  I've  min'  fine  o'  lauchin'  my  wee  belly  sair, 

As  Nannie  set  aff  wi'  the  speed  o'  a  hare ; 

The  weavers,  Lo'd,  couldna  mak'  oot  what  it  meant, 

As  Nannie  kept  roarin',  "  The  deil's  in  the  vent !  " 

"  An'  wha  was  the  deil  ? — ay,  ye'll  giggle  at  that ; 
'Twas  wee  Jamie  Cinnicum  hook'd  on  the  pat ; 
'Twas  you  an'  Wull  Smellie  that  manag'd  the  ploy, 
While  Dan  kept  the  watch  in  the  wildest  o'  joy. 
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"  Nae  won'er  ye  lauch,  for  ye've  min'  o'  it  fine, 
But  time  has  wrought  won'erfu'  changes  sin'  syne  ; 
The  Govan  before  ye,  nae  doot  as  ye  ken, 
Is  no',  let  me  tell  ye,  the  clachan  'twas  then. 

"  Gae  yont  to  the  Golly,  what  changes  are  there ; 
The  smiddy's  awa\  an'  auld  Robin's  nae  mair ; 
The  well-plenish'd  orchard's  nae  mair  to  be  seen, 
Whaur  aft  we  ha'e  feasted  at  blithe  Hallowe'en. 

"  The  lan'marks  we  lo'ed  in  the  sweet  days  o'  yore, 
Alack  !  like  our  playmates,  there's  few  to  the  fore ; 
Will  Haughie,  Rab  Blair,  an'  wee  Geordie  M'Neil, 
Ha'e  a'  slipp'd  awa'  to  the  '  Land  o'  the  leal.' 

"  Oor  auld  Scottish  customs  are  deein'  oot  fast, 
The  click  o'  the  shuttle's  a  thing  o'  the  past, 
The  footprints  o'  progress  the  hale  borough  roon' 
Has  made,  I  can  tell  ye,  a  job  o'  the  toon." 


DINNA  TELL  WHAT  I  DAE. 

I'm  frichtit,  my  callan,  yer  chance  is  but  sma', 

But  gin  ye'er  determined,  gang  yont  an'  apply; 
Be  carefu'  an'  watch  ilka  word  ye  let  fa', 

For  "  Yes,  sir,"  oh,  Johnny,  don't  blutter  oot  "  Ay 
Noo  show  him  guid  breedin',  for  lawyers  are  queer ; 

An'  no'  only  that,  lad,  but  this  I  wad  say — 
As  for  my  vocation  fu'  likely  he'll  speir — 

For  ony  sake,  Jock,  dinna  tell  what  I  dae. 
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For  moulders,  my  man,  are  look'd  doon  on,  ye  ken ; 

Thp'  nae  doot  there's  some  o'  them  fulish  awee, 
They're  no'  a'  alike,  for  amongst  them  are  men 

As  sober  an'  thrifty  as  ony  ye'll  see. 
Yer  faither  himsel',  ay,  an'  hunners  forby, 

Ne'er  squan'er  in  whisky  a  maik  o'  their  pay : 
But  that  gangs  for  nocht — we're  a'  mixed  in  the  pie — 

Sae  don't  let  the  gentleman  ken  what  I  dae. 

He'll  maybe  no'  ask  sic  a  question  ava, 

But  should  he,  "  Mechanic  "  '11  suit  to  a  '•  T." 
Yer  mither's  determined  ye'll  study  the  law, 

An'  she  should  gang  wi'  ye  an'  faither  the  lee. 
Ye  don't  seem  to  want  her,  an'  maybe  as  well ; 

She  micht  wi'  her  blethers  knock  a'  things  astray. 
Mak'  ready,  my  callan,  an'  toddle  yersel', 

But  watch,  Jock,  an'  dinna  ye  tell  what  I  dae. 


Preserve  us,  guidwife,  it's  a  quarter  to  ten ; 

The  deil's  in  you  women,  ye  will  ha'e  yer  crack. 
For  ony  sake  try  if  ye  canna  gae  ben 

An'  see  if  yer  son's  got  the  duds  on  his  back. 
It's  time  he  was  oot ;  oh,  my  callan,  ye're  there ; 

The  grass  maunna  grow  'neath  yer  feet  by  the  way. 
Noo  hurry  art  smairtly,  but  min'  ye  beware, 

For  ony  sake,  Jock,  dinna  tell  what  I  dae. 
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IT'S  HARD  TO  KEEP  THE  WOLF  BACK 
FRAE  THE  DOOR. 

If  trade  don't  mend,  I  won'er  what  on  earth  puir  folk's 

to  dae ; 
They  dreid  the  coming  winter  as  they  wad  a  deedly  fae ; 
Fu'  weel  they  min'  the  hardships  they  ha'e  suffered  in  the 

past, 
For  aft  wi'  empty  warnes  they've  had  to  front  the  chilly 

blast ; 
Wi'  cheerless  hearts  they've  had  to  trudge  for  miles,  through 

frost  an'  snaw, 
In  seach  o'  wark  to  feed  their  bairns,  sae  helpless  and  sae 

sma'. 
The  coming  winter  frichts  them  sair;  they  feel  it  to  the  core; 
For  well  they  ken  it's  hard  to  keep  the  wolf  back  frae  the  door. 

I  think  nae  won'er  folk  that  lo'e  their  bits  o'  bairns  are  sad, 

To  see  their  puir  wee  shaeless  feet  and  doupies  thinly  clad ; 

They  dree  sic  gloomy  prospects,  an'  the  winter  coming  on, 

An'  no'  a  ha'penny  in  the  hoose  to  buy  the  bairns  a  scone. 

Some  folk,  nae  doot,  when  trade  was  thrang,  their  bank- 
books they  could  show ; 

The  nestie  wi'  the  gowden  eggs  is  herried  lang  ago. 

Lang  idleset  has  broke  the  yoke  an'  robbed  them  o'  their 
store, 

An'  noo  they  fin'  it  hard  to  keep  the  wolf  back  frae  the  door. 

Tho'  sairly  pinched,  some  folk  there  are  wha  seem  to  be 

content ; 
'Twad  wound  their  honest  pride  to  let  their  poverty  be  kent. 
Tho'  bent  beneath  their  weary  loads  o'  misery  and  care, 
They  dinna  want  the  worl'  to  ken  hoo  muckle  they've  to 

bear. 
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Fu'  cheerie  they  aye  try  to  be  when  ony  neebour  speaks ; 
Tho',  at  their  ingle-sides,  the  tears  may  trinkle  doon  their 

cheeks. 
This  spell  o'  idleness  has  run  their  cups  o'  sorrow  o'er; 
In  vain  they've  struggled  hard  to  keep  the  wolf  back  frae 

the  door. 

Oh  !  what  a  welcome  sight  'tvvad  be  to  see  oor  empty  yards 
Preparing   "blocks"  an'  laying  keels,  frae   Tammy  Seath's 

to  Caird's  ; 
'Twad  lift  the  load  o'  sorrow,  freens,  that  hangs  on  ilka  side, 
An'  gladden  mony  cheerless  names  alang  the  river  Clyde. 
Let's  hope  that  God  abune,  wha  sends  the  sunshine  an'  the 

rain. 
Will  quickly  send  prosperity,  an'  soothe  the  sufferers'  pain, 
An'  brichten  up  oor  names  as  they  ha'e  been  in  days  o'  yore ; 
Without  His  aid  we  canna  keep  the  wolf  back  frae  the  door. 


JOCK  AN'  THE  FLOUNDER. 

Five  wad-be  fishermen  ae  day 

Steered  oot  the  Port  that  "  boiled  the  bell," 
To  try  their  han'  at  catchin'  fluke, 

Or  ocht  that  to  their  tackles  fell. 

The  summer's  morn  was  dull  but  warm, 
The  Clyde  was  like  a  sheet  o'  gless, 

An'  hoo  to  reach  the  flounder  bed, 
They  pu'd  the  boatie  jist  by  guess. 

At  last  the  haze  began  to  clear, 

As  auld  King  Sol  peep'd  oot  o'  space ; 

An'  each  in  turn  rose  up  to  see 

Gin  they  were  ocht  like  near  the  place. 
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Ane  said,  "  We  are  ayont  the  mark ;     - 
Let's  bring  yon  hoose  an'  stak  in  line  ;  " 

But  Jock,  a  chiel  o'  ready  wit, 
Said,  "Sit  doon,  freens,  we'll  dae  here  fine." 

They  settled  doon,  wi'  Jock's  advice, 
Between  the  Fletts  an'  Hilloch-more ; 

Oot  went  the  lines  wi'  spirits  high, 
To  catch  the  flounders  by  the  score. 

44  Noo,  chaps,"  said  Jock,  "stick  in  like  '  blacks,' 
An'  hook  them  on  as  quick  as  shot ; 

For  min'  ye,  it's  an  awfu'  drag, 

To  ha'e  an  '  auld  wife '  in  the  boat." 

The  "auld  wife's  "  oot  an'  a'  is  quate, 

When  Jock  roars,  "  Chaps,  see  what  I've  got ; ' 

An'  fu'  o'  glee  he  held  aloft 

The  biggest  flounder  in  the  boat. 

He  blew  his  horn  at  sic  a  rate, 

The  lave  thocht  he  was  fairly  daft ; 

Faith,  in  his  glee,  they  fear'd  that  Jock 
Wad  tummel  ower  their  tiny  craft. 

Wi'  signs  the  ithers  did  agree, 

Determined  to  play  Jock  a  trick. 
They  slyly  hooked  the  cherished  fish, 

An'  lowered  it  ower  the  side  fu'  quick. 

"  Look  here,"  ane  shouts,  "what  I  ha'e  on, 

This  is  the  bully  o'  the  lot ; " 
An'  Jock,  wi'  honesty,  confessed 

It  crooned  the  ane  that  he  had  got. 
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BONNIE  KIRSTY  M'lNTYRE. 

There's  music  in  the  wooded  vale, 

Where  warbling  birds  their  carols  raise ; 
Aft  seated  by  the  limpid  stream 

I've  listened  to  their  welcome  lays ; 
But  sweeter  music  to  my  choice, 

That  does  my  very  soul  inspire, 
Is  the  sweet  melodious  voice 

Of  bonnie  Kirsty  MTntyre. 

Her  eyes  are  like  the  sparkling  dew, 

Her  ruddy  cheeks  wi'  dimples  set ; 
Her  lips  are  like  the  blossomed  rose, 

Her  glossy  hair  is  black  as  jet. 
She's  modest,  tidy,  clean,  and  braw, 

Her  heart  glows  wi'  love's  ardent  fire ; 
A  smairter  lass  ye  never  saw 

Than  bonnie  Kirsty  MTntyre. 

I'll  ne'er  forget  oor  trysting  place 

Alang  the  bonnie  Cardross  shore  ; 
'Twill  speak  the  memories  o'  the  past, 

And  bring  us  back  the  days  o'  yore. 
'Tvvas  there  we  joined  oor  hearts  as  one — 

A  longed-for,  cherished,  fond  desire ; 
'Twas  there  I  wooed  and  there  I  won 

My  bonnie  Kirsty  MTntyre. 
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TO  WILLIAM  SMILLIE. 

The  Following  Lines  are  Respectfully  Dedicated 
to  William  Smillie  on  Receiving  a  Presentation 
when  Leaving  the  Employ  of  Elder  &  Co., 
Gov  an. 

This  present  that  you  now  receive, 

Although  of  value  small, 
May  whisper  in  your  noble  heart, 

That  you're  lov'd  by  us  all. 

When  we  look  upon  this  picture, 

And  the  loving  faces  there, 
It  gives  us  pleasure  and  delight 

To  see  you  in  the  chair. 

For  we  are  proud  to  have  you 

In  this  seat  you  occupy. 
For  when  we  look  upon  your  face 

We  will  think  of  days  gone  by. 

And  hoping  you  may  long  be  spared 

To  rule  among  us  all, 
But  we  can't  tell  the  moment 

You  might  get  a  sudden  call. 

But  should  you  live  for  years  to  come 

In  happiness,  pray  then 
Remember,  O  !  remember, 

Your  honest  working  men. 
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WULLIE  GLADSTONE. 

There  hasna  ane  this  age  been  born 
Has  done  sae  muckle  for  reform, 
xAn'  stood  sic  nasty  bitter  scorn, 
As  Wullie  Ewart  Gladstone. 

Tho'  'yont  the  three  score  years  an'  ten 
There's  few  wi'  him  can  wield  the  pen ; 
There's  no  a  statesman  that  I  ken 
To  equal  Wullie  Gladstone. 

For  mair  than  fifty  years  this  chiel 
In  auld  St.  Stephen's  stately  biel 
His  kintra  he  has  served  fu'  weel — 
This  gran'  auld  Wullie  Gladstone. 

The  coach  o'  state  has  smoothly  ran 
Sin'  Wullie  took  the  reins  in  han'; 
A  faithfu'  freen  to  every  man 
Is  noble  Wullie  Gladstone. 

Oor  Tory  freens  may  think  him  tairt, 
But  he  has  played  a  noble  pairt ; 
The  nation's  weal  he  has  at  he'rt — 
We're  prood  o'  Wullie  Gladstone. 

Oor  noble  Queen  has  tried  in  vain 
To  fix  a  haunel  to  his  name, 
But  he's  contented  to  remain 
Auld  Wullie  Ewart  Gladstone. 
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Long  live  oor  noble-hearted  sage. 
The  greatest  statesman  o'  this  age, 
There's  few  opponents  wad  engage 
To  conquer  Wullie  Gladstone. 


His  name  will  live  in  ilka  clime, 
In  ages  hence  his  fame  will  shine, 
Baith  auld  an'  young  wi'  he'rts  sublime, 
Will  praise  auld  Wullie  Gladstone. 


THE  WANDERER'S  RETURN. 

The  wanderer  langs  to  see  the  hame  whaur  aft  he  sang  wi' 

glee, 
The  wee  white  hoose  ayont  the  mill  beside  the  rowan  tree ; 
He  langs  to  see  the  mither  that  he  left  sae  sad  and  lane, 
Nor  dreams  he  for  a  moment  that  his  langing  is  in  vain. 

He  lea's  the  city  far  behin'  that  lured  him  on  to  vice, 
That  stole  the  blossom  frae  his  cheek  an'  made  his  heart 

like  ice ; 
An'  wi'  a  heart  maist  like  to  break  wi'  sense  o'  bitter  shame, 
Wi'  weary  steps  he  wanders  back  to  yon  wee  cottage  hame. 

When  comin'  near  the  auld  mill  burn  that  wimples  to  the 

sea, 
He  sees  the  yett  whaur  aft  he  swung  in  innocence  an'  glee ; 
The  bairns  are  jumpin'  fu'  o'  fun,  withoot  an  ache  or  pain  ; 
"  Oh,  what,"  he  said,  "  wad  I  no'  gie  to  be  a  bairn  again  ! " 
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He  draws  near  to  the  hoose  whaur  first  he  saw  the  licht  o' 

day, 
The  hoose  whaur  aft  his  gentle  mither  taught  him  hoo  to 

pray; 
He  lifts  the  latch,  he  enters,  but  no  face  can  recognise — 
He's  tell't  his  mither  isna  there,  an'  starts  back  in  surprise. 

The  tears  cam'  tricklin'  doon  his   cheeks,  that   looked  a 

deidly  hue, 
For  weel  he  kent  that  he  had  broke  a  heart  baith  leal  an' 

true. 
kC  Oh,  tell  me  whaur  she's  gane  ?  "  he  gasped,  "  oh,  has  she 

crossed  the  'ford  ?'" 
He's  tell't  she  has,  an'  lying  yonder  in  the  auld  kirkyaird. 

He  wanders  to  the  auld  kirkyaird  wi'  heart  baith  sad  an' 

sair, 
He  kneels  doon  on  the  sacred  yaird  an'  breathes  a  silent 

prayer ; 
An'  he  resolves,  wi'  solemn  voo,  to  shun  the  paths  o'  sin, 
An'  lead  a  better  life  until  his  journey  here  is  dune. 


WEE     JAMIE. 

When  ither  bairns  were  snug  in  bed, 

An'  free  frae  earthly  care, 
Beneath  the  arch  wee  Jamie  stood, 

Disposing  o'  his  ware ; 
An'  tho'  he  felt  the  cauld  gaun  through 

His  ill-clad,  shiv'rin'  frame, 
He  aye  was  keen  to  sell  his  stock 

Before  he  made  for  hame. 
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In  sleet,  in  rain,  in  frost,  or  snaw, 

Wee  Jamie  took  his  stan', 
Beneath  the  gloomy  railway  arch, 

Wi'  "vestas"  in  his  han', 
An'  wi'  a  feeble  squeakin'  voice, 

We'd  hear  him  faintly  cry, 
"  Buy  vestas,  sir,  buy  vestas,  sir," 

To  ilka  passer-by. 

To  look  on  his  wee  pale  wan  face 

Wad  melt  a  heart  o'  stane ; 
Folk  maun  ha'e  felt  for  him  gin  they 

Had  bairnies  o'  their  ain. 
I've  aften  felt  my  heart  gey  fu', 

An'  could  ha'e  grat  my  fill, 
To  see  him  shiv'rin'  in  the  cauld, 

An'  him  sae  white  an'  ill. 

I  left  the  district  for  a  while, 

Whaur  Jamie  stood  his  lane, 
A  few  weeks  pass — on  my  return 

I  found  that  he  had  gane. 
I  ask'd  a  callan  whaur  he  was, 

That  stood  in  Jamie's  stead  ; 
"  Oh,  sir,"  he  said,  "  wee  Jim's  at  hame, 

An'  lyin'  ill  in  bed." 

I  socht  the  hame  whaur  Jamie  liv'd — 

Oh,  what  a  sicht  I  saw — 
The  bairnie  lying  in  a  neuk, 

Upon  a  pickle  straw. 
Beneath  the  arch  the  seed  was  sown 

That  laid  him  noo  sae  low, 
The  cauld  east  win'  that  blew  sae  keen, 

Had  struck  the  fatal  blow. 


MY    LONG    LOST    BOY.  HI 


MY  LONG  LOST  BOY. 

Could  I  but  see  my  long  lost  boy 

Before  these  weary  eyelids  close, 
And  press  the  cheeks  with  kisses  sweet 

That  once  did  bloom  so  like  the  rose ; 
My  yearning  mind  would  be  at  rest ; 

My  wounded  heart  would  beat  with  joy ; 
I'd  yield  my  latest  breath  in  peace, 

Could  I  but  see  my  long  lost  boy. 

Could  I  but  see  my  long  lost  boy 

Before  I  lay  me  down  to  rest ; 
Could  I  but  grasp  his  hand  once  more, 

Or  fold  him  gently  to  my  breast. 
Oh  !  how  I  long  to  see  his  face 

Before  my  journey  here  is  o'er, 
And  plead  a  mother's  dying  wish 

To  meet  him  on  a  brighter  shore. 

Could  I  but  see  my  long  lost  boy, 

For  death,  the  victor's,  drawing  near ; 
Each  fleeting  moment  gives  me  hope 

That  I  his  welcome  voice  will  hear. 
But  should  my  last  wish  be  denied, 

And  should  this  earthly  frame  be  cold, 
I  trust  that  God  will  be  his  guide, 

And  lead  him  on  to  yonder  fold. 
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A  RAINY  DAY. 

Faith,  Tarn,  gin  trade  revives  again 

I'll  try  an'  save  a  pound  or  tvva ; 
For  when  I  reaped  the  gowden  hair'st 

I  wasna  laith  to  spend  it  a\ 
Should  sic  a  harvest  e'er  return, 

An'  Providence  should  pave  the  way, 
I'll  try  an'  lay  a  nest-egg  by 

Against  some  future  rainy  day. 

These  gloomy  times  has  ope'd  my  een  ; 

My  conscience  cries,  "  Ye've  been  a  fule, " 
For  to  my  "  uncle's  "  a's  been  ta'en, 

Except  wee  Teeny's  creepy-stule. 
I  ken  I  ha'e  mysel'  to  blame, 

For  aft  I  drew  a  noble  pay  ; 
I  micht  ha'e  had  a  store  laid  up 

Against  this  dreary,  rainy  day. 

Oor  Bet  was  jist  as  bad's  mysel', 

'Twas  "  Fill  fu',  Tam,  an'  fetch  in  mair  ;  " 
She  had  the  cupboard  weel  supplied 

Wi'  luxuries  baith  rich  an'  rare. 
We  ate  an'  drank  wi'  a'  oor  micht, 

Tho'  Rab,  oor  freen,  wad  aften  say — 
"  Ye  ocht  to  try  an'  hain  a  pound  " 

Against  some  future  rainy  day. 

As  ilka  day  cam'  roon'  aboot 

We  dined  on  mutton,  eggs,  and  ham ; 

Amang  the  lave  we  ne'er  forgot 
To  ha'e  a  wee  bit  snorin'  dram. 
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Oor  claes  were  o'  the  dearest  kin', 

To  mak'  us  baith  look  trig  an'  gay ;  . 
Bat  gin  I  had  the  siller  noo 

I'd  keep  it  for  a  rainy  day. 

The  parritch  bowl  was  ne'er  set  doon, 

For  oatmeal  seldom  crossed  my  raou' ; 
But  oh,  sin'  these  dull  times  set  in 

I'm  gey  an'  gled  to  get  them  noo. 
For  oh,  we  fin'  it  hard  this  while 

To  keep  the  hungry  wolf  at  bay ; 
I'm  grieved  to  think  I  didna  save 

Some  bawbees  for  a  rainy  day. 

The  weans  wad  dauner  oot  an'  in, 

An'  rive  at  ilka  thing  they  saw ; 
Wi'  eatin'  shortbread,  buns,  an'  tarts 

Their  bits  o'  wames  was  like  a  ba\ 
Extravagance,  without  a  doot, 

Wi'  a'  my  earnings  had  the  sway ; 
But  should  guid  times  come  roon'  again, 

I'll  watch  the  future  rainy  day. 

When  I  look  at  my  bits  o'  weans 

Gaun  oot  an'  in  without  a  shae, 
I  could  sit  doon  an'  greet  my  fill 

To  see  what  I  ha'e  brought  them  tae. 
"  May  God  forgie  me  for  the  past," 

Wi'  penitence  I  humbly  pray  ; 
Without  His  aid  we  canna  save 

A  farthin'  for  a  rainy  day. 
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I  NEVER  BORE  THE  SON. 

Some  women  folk,  withoot  a  doot,  think  little  o'  their  men, 
Nae  maitter  hoo  they  try  to  save  the  siller  they  micht  spen'. 
There's  Jeanie  Shaw,   the  joiner's  wife,  her  son's  a'   her 

concern ; 
Her  ain  guidman  is  nocht  ava  beside  her  muckle  bairn. 
I  like  my  callans  weel  enough,  an'  lassie  baimies  too, 
An'  for  their  guid  there's  nocht  I  ken  but  what  I'd  try  and  do ; 
But  in  my   een   they  never  in   their  faither's   shoon  can 

stan' — 
I  never  bore  the  son  that  I  wad  put  before  my  man. 

Gin  Jean  hersel'  an'  Johnny's  richt,  there's  naething  wrang 

ava, 
Tho'  cock  o'  his  ain  midden  stead,  puir  Geordie  daurna  craw  ', 
He  has  to  yield  to  her  comman',  an'  keep  as  quiet's  a  moose, 
Puir,  sober,  steady  Geordie's  like  a  lodger  in  the  hoose. 
But  tauppie  Johnny,  Geordie's  son,  is  tended  like  a  lord; 
An'  mony  a  thing  the  callan  gets  Jean  canna  weel  afford. 
Nae  maitter  Geordie's  hung  in  rags,  she'll  ha'e  her  son  fu' 

gran'— 
I  never  bore  the  son  that  I  wad  put  before  my  man. 

Geordie  Shaw's  a  decent  chiel,  an'  works  gey  hard  an'  sair, 
An'  a'  folk  kens  the  clachan  roon'  that  he's  no  dealt  wi'  fair. 
He  ne'er  was  kent  sin'  he  got  Jean  to  spen'  a  single  groat ; 
Gin  he  wad  try  sic  capers  she  wad  cut  the  body's  throat. 
But  Johnny,  gin  he's  wantin'  ocht,  it's  granted  there  an'  then ; 
She  disna  care  a  dockin  what  her  fau'tless  bairn  should  spen'; 
To  study  a'  the  callan's  wants  she  aye  contrives  a  plan — 
I  never  bore  the  son  that  I  wad  put  before  my  man. 
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It's  angersome  to  hear  the  way  she  owre  puir  Geordie  craws, 
I've  aften  felt  as  if  I  could  ha'e  clashed  the  limmer's  jaws ; 
Whaur  is  the  love  she  promised  him  when  startin'  wedded 

life?— 
I  pity  him  that's  tied  to  sic  a  tinkler  o'  a  wife. 
She's  doted  on  that  big  raw  bairn  that  Stan's  fu'  five  feet  nine ; 
I  think  I  ken  what  I  wad  dae  gin  he  was  only  mine : 
I'd  ha'e  him  learn  he  wasna  like  a  noble  o'  the  Ian' — 
I  never  bore  the  son  that  I  wad  put  before  my  man. 


THE  TOOTHACHE. 

The  toothache  has  me  nearly  daft, 

The  pain's  sae  hard  to  thole, 
The  wife  declares  I'm  awfu'  saft, 

My  capers  are  sae  droll. 
Mony  a  daft-like  shape  I'm  in, 

My  face  an'  neck  are  thrawn; 
Oh,  could  I  jist  the  courage  fin' 

To  gang  an'  get  it  drawn  ! 

I've  tried  baith  vitriol  an'  creosote, 

And  washin'  soda  too ; 
I've  tried  Glenlivet,  cauld  an'  hot, 

Till  almost  reelin'  fou. 
I  aften  try  to  get  a  nap, 

But  slumber's  no'  for  me ; 
The  blankets  roon'  my  heid  I  hap, 

But  canna  steek  an  e'e. 
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I'm  up  an'  doon  the  hale  nicht  lang. 

I  canna  sleep  ava ; 
Oh,  could  I  only  draw  the  stang 

That's  stickin'  in  my  jaw  ! 
My  thrapple's  like  a  liquid  fire 

Wi'  ilka  burnin'  drug ; 
I  aften  ha'e  a  strong  desire 

To  staun'  the  final  rug. 


Nae  won'er  oor  immortal  Bard 

Ran  doon  the  fell  disease ; 
Wi'  sic  a  ruggin'  pain  'tis  hard 

To  get  a  meenit's  ease. 
My  cranium's  like  a  beelin'  fit. 

The  hoose  rins  roon'  aboot : 
I  canna  think  to  staun'  or  sit — 

I  wish  I  had  it  oot ! 


THE  METER  HIRE. 

I  dinna  grudge  the  puir's  rate  tax 

For  the  deservin'  puir, 
Altho'  there's  mony  a  needfu'  case 

That  isna  dealt  wi'  fair; 
There  is  a  tax  imposed  on  folk 

That  aften  rise  their  ire, 
An'  that's  the  imposition  tax 

They  ca'  the  meter  hire. 
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I  dinna  grudge  the  police  tax, 

Tho'  mony  a  ane  they  fleece ;  . 
We  maun  respect  the  chiels  in  blue, 

For  they  preserve  the  peace. 
But  ilka  ane  wha  burns  the  gas 

Has  aye  a  strong  desire 
To  see  that  burnin'  tax  cut  aff, 

They  ca'  the  meter  hire. 

I  dinna  grudge  an  honest  rate 

An'  fain  wad  this  ane  stop, 
An'  buy  baith  lamps  an'  paraffin 

In  Johnny  Duguid's  shop ; 
An'  burn  that  licht  wi'  patience,  freens, 

Until  this  tax  expire — 
The  tax  the  thousand  grudge  to  pay, 

They  ca'  the  meter  hire. 

I  fell  in  crack  wi'  smiddy  Jock 

When  comin'  hame  yestreen  ; 
We  started  on  the  meter  hire, 

But,  faith,  he  beat  me  clean. 
His  rage  was  somethin'  terrible ; 

His  tongue  ye  couldna  tire, 
Wi'  rinnin'  doon  that  banefu'  tax 

They  ca'  the  meter  hire. 

There's  brains  amang  oor  Bailie  freens 

An'  Councillors  sae  braw, 
Yet  Davie  an'  his  sturdy  chief 

Soars  high  abune  them  a'. 
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Gin  they  could  hit  upon  a  plan 
To  smother  oot  the  fire 

That's  bleezin'  up  in  ilka  breast, 
A'  thro'  the  meter  hire. 

I  trust  oor  representatives 

Will  try  an'  fin'  a  way 
To  draw  their  pen  across  a  tax 

We  ha'e  nae  richt  to  pay. 
I'm  share  they  wad  confer  a  boon 

On  wine,  son,  an'  sire, 
An'  banish  a'  this  discontent 

Aboot  the  meter  hire. 


WILL  IT  WEAR? 

"What  think  ye  o'  this  Irish  claith? 

Just  judge  it  for  yersel' ; 
My  word,  I'll  tak  my  solemn  aith 

The  stuff's  as  sound's  a  bell. 
Gin  ye  wad  doot  me,  gie't  a  rug, 

It  isna  trashy  gear, 
It's  just  as  thick's  a  bullock's  lug." 

" But  will  the  fabric  wear?  " 

"  Wear  !  my  conscience,  that  it  will, 
An'  aye  look  bien  an'  braw  ; 

If  ye  in  claith  had  ony  skill 
Ye  wadna  say  'twas  raw. 
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We'll  stretch  the  wab  oot  on  the  board — 

What  think  ye  noo  o'  that  ? 
'Twad  grace  the  hurdies  o'  a  lord, 

Or  dress  puir,  raggit  Pat. 

"  I'd  recommend  this  bankrupt  stock 

To  ilka  working  chiel ; 
For  tear  an'  wear,  my  canty  cock, 

I'll  swear  it  hauds  the  fiel'. 
There's  no'  the  like  o't  to  be  seen  ; 

Mind,  ilka  thread  o't's  wool ; 
'Twad  mak'  a  jacket  for  oor  Queen, 

Or  breeks  for  Phil  M'Cool. 

"  'Twas  woven  by  a  weaver  chiel 

Wha  kens  a  sterlin'  job, 
An'  ane,  I'm  certain,  that  wad  feel 

A  working  chiel  to  rob. 
Just  try  a  suit  made  oot  o'  this, 

Ye  ha'ena  ocht  to  fear ; 
Oh,  dinna  sic  a  bargain  miss.'1 

"  But  are  ye  sure  'twill  wear?" 

"  Wear ;  my  certie,  are  ye  blin'  ? 

Losh,  see  the  pile  o'  that ; 
Gin  ye  should  live  to  wear  it  dune, 

I'll  eat  my  Gladstone  hat. 
'Twill  fit  baith  kirk  an'  market,  freen, 

What  mak's  ye  look  sae  queer  ?  " 
"  Ye  think,  guidman,  I'm  awfu'  green, 

The  claith  will  never  wear." 
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OOR  MAGGIE'S  A  STEERIN'  WEE  WEAN. 

Oor  Maggie's  an  auld-farran',  steerin'  wee  wean, 

She  keeps  the  hoose  jist  in  a  fry, 
Sin'  e'er  she's  been  able  to  toddle  her  lane 

Baith  but  an'  ben's  like  a  pig-stye ; 
She  lo'es  to  be  rowin'  'mang  cinders  an'  coom, 

We're  glad  whiles  to  let  her  alane, 
For,  flyte  as  we  like,  she  ne'er  bothers  her  thoom- 

Oor  Maggie's  a  steerin'  wee  wean. 

Gin  ye  clean  the  wee  tot  ilka  'oor  o'  the  day, 

Ere  lang  she's  the  colour  o'  taur, 
Jist  let  her  gang  into  the  bunker  to  play, 

She's  as  happy  as  a  soo's  'mang  glaur  ; 
Her  mother  aft  flytes  on  her  wee  tukie  hen, 

I'd  raither  she'd  leave  her  alane, 
To  clap  an  auld  heid  on  young  shouthers,  ye  ken, 

Wadna  sit  on  oor  steerin'  wee  wean. 

Three  winters  ha'e  croon'd  her  the  en'  o'  last  fa', 

Though  plenty  on  that  ha'e  their  doots  ; 
She's  like  an  auld  grannie  o'  seventy-twa, 

Wi'  a  tongue  that  would  clip  bits  o'  cloots. 
Although  she's  sae  steerin',  I  lo'e  the  wee  doo, 

Withoot  her  the  hoose  wad  be  lane ; 
I'd  grieve  to  see  ocht  sittin'  doon  on  her  broo, 

Although  she's  a  steerin'  wee  wrean. 
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LINES  RESPECTFULLY  DEDICATED  TO 
JOHN  MACAULAY. 

He  toils  at  the  anvil,  oor  bard  o'  repute, 

'Mang  red  glarin'  flashes  an'  smoke ; 
The  white  glowin'  iron  is  shaped  oot  wi'  skill, 

By  his  unceasin'  muscular  stroke. 
Midst  the  clang  o'  the  hammers  an'  dancin'  o'  sparks, 

Like  some  o'  oor  greatest  o'  men  ; 
At  the  auld  smiddy  hearth  aft  the  muse  is  awoke 

That  flows  frae  his  maisterly  pen. 

His  storehouse  o'  wit  is  fu'  crammed  to  the  tap 

Wi'  lessons  baith  wholesome  an'  gran' ; 
His  deep-feelin'  sentiments,  pure  an'  sublime, 

Fu'  aft  oor  attentions  comman'. 
Ilka  subject  he  grasps  he  haunels  fu'  weel, 

An'  I'd  class  him  'mang  poets  I  ken ; 
When  sittin'  fu'  eerie  hoo  aft  I  ha'e  lang'd 

For  a  scrape  frae  his  maisterly  pen. 

His  lines  on  auld  "  Willie  "  o'  Hawarden  dell 

Are  portrayed  wi'  genius  an'  skill ; 
The  lines  whaur  he  tells  us  to  "  Never  lose  heart," 

Wi'  hope  ilka  sad  bosom  fill. 
They'll  ne'er  be  forgot  in  the  annals  o'  time, 

But  frae  ilk  generation  descen' ; 
He'll  be  classed  'mang  the  bards  auld  Scotland  has  borne, 

When  he's  laid  doon  his  maisterly  pen. 
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His  picture  o'  "  Death  "  he  wi'  feelin'  has  penn'd, 

An'  likewise  the  piece  upon  "  Fame  " 
Weel  merits  a  place  'mang  the  writings  o'  men 

Wha  aye  made  "  Excelsior  "  their  aim. 
May  God,  wha's  endowed  him  wi'  genius  an'  wit, 

On  him  mony  rich  blessings  send ; 
An'  lang  may  He  spare  him  to  haunel  the  pen, 

Is  the  deep  feeling  wish  of  a  friend. 


TONGUE  DISCIPLINE. 

Ye're  fou,  oh,  Robin  Duff,  ye're  fou, 

Ye  ha'ena  got  a  fit  to  stan', 
The  smell  that's  comin'  frae  yer  mou' 

Wad  sicken  ony  sober  man  ; 
An'  yet  ye'll  tell  me  to  my  cheek 

'Twas  harmless  a'  the  drink  ye  got ; 
Preserve  us,  Rab,  ye  canna  speak, 

Ye  leein',  dirty,  drucken  sot. 

I  won'er  what  on  earth  ye  mean 

Wi'  sic  a  bonnie  carry-on ; 
If  ye'd  a  wife  like  Bogston  Jean, 

She'd  smash  yer  nose  as  flat's  a  scone. 
Turn  roon',  dear  me  !  what  claes  wi'  glaur, 

Look  at  the  picture  o'  yer  coat ! 
Just  lift  yer  haun',  man,  if  ye  daur, 

Ye  cruel-hearted,  drucken  sot. 

If  ye  was  daein'  what  was  richt, 

Ye'd  teach  the  bairns  the  fear  o'  God. 

Ye  canna,  Rab,  when  ilka  nicht 
Ye're  stotin'  under  sic  a  load. 
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Ye  neither  'tend  to  wife  nor  bairn, 
For,  haith,  ye're  seldom  aff  the  trot ; 

A  feed  o'  drink's  a'  yer  concern, 
Ye  heedless,  dirty,  drucken  sot. 

Ye  tell  me  aft  to  shut  my  mooth, 

For  fear  the  neebours  hear  me  rlyte ; 
Fve  aften  hid  frae  them  the  truth, 

But  noo  I  dinna  care  a  dite. 
Ye've  ta'en  it  oot  me  gey  an'  sair, 

Wi'  tipplin'  at  that  cursed  tot, 
An'  noo  ye'll  bully  me  for  mair, 

Ye  greedy,  dirty,  drucken  sot. 

Mony  a  weary  nicht  I've  sat, 

Aft  wi'  a  gnawin',  empty  wame ; 
An'  aften,  aften  ha'e  I  grat, 

To  think  ye  made  sae  licht  o'  name. 
Yer  weans  are  nearly  starved  to  death, 

But,  Rab,  ye  dinna  care  a  jot ; 
Oh,  haud  awa'  frae  me  yer  breath, 

Ye  heartless,  dirty,  drucken  sot. 

I've  heard  ye  rin  the  whisky  doon, 

An'  say  it  could  be  done  withoot ; 
Ne'er  say't  again,  ye  drucken  loon, 

Ye'd  sook  it  through  a  dirty  cloot. 
I  wish  I  ne'er  had  seen  yer  face  \ 

Oh,  could  I  only  loose  the  knot 
That's  brocht  me  to  sic  black  disgrace, 

Ye  laithsome,  dirty,  drucken  sot. 
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CANTY  WEE  KATE. 
Anither  Wonderfu'  Wean. 
Wee  Katie's  a  blithe,  bonnie,  canty  bit  queen, 
Wi'  cheeks  like  twa  roses  an'  sweet  hazel  een, 
An'  twa  fatter  hurdies  few  folk  ever  saw ; 
In  fac',  freens,  she's  just  like  a  wee  butter  ba'. 
She's  seen  but  three  simmers,  though  plenty  wad  say 
That  Kate's  seen  a  dizzen  gin  she's  seen  a  day; 
Her  auld  farran'  stories  are  really  a  trate — 
The  neebours  are  daft  about  canty  wee  Kate. 

Nae  won'er  she's  fat,  for  her  teeth  are  aye  gaun, 
Meet  Kate  whaur  ye  like,  there's  a  piece  in  her  haun'; 
Fu'  aft  to  ilk  ither  the  neebours  '11  say, 
Kate  Stewart  gets  only  ae  meal  in  the  day. 
I  wadna  say,  freens,  but  the  neebours  are  richt, 
For  Katie's  ae  meal  lasts  frae  mornin'  to  nicht ; 
No  speakin'  o'  pieces,  a  big  parritch  plate 
Is  cleaned  oot  ilk  mornin'  by  canty  wee  Kate. 

At  five  in  the  mornin',  as  brisk  as  a  bee, 

Wee  Kate  wi'  her  daddy  maun  ha'e  her  drap  tea ; 

Content  then,  she'll  gang,  like  the  bee  to  its  bike, 

An'  cuddle  her  mammy  as  snug  as  ye  like. 

I  lo'e  the  wee  lammie,  I  canna  deny, 

For  oh,  she's  fu'  dear  to  her  mither  an'  I ; 

When  soun'  'mang  the  blankets  oor  hoosie's  fu'  quate, 

Oor  hoose  wad  be  lone  withoot  canty  wee  Kate. 

Ye'd  lauch  if  ye  saw  her  tie  cloot  abune  cloot 
Beneath  her  wee  coaties  to  gar  them  stick  oot ; 
Kate  mimics  her  mammy,  but,  freens,  I  maun  tell, 
She  sooks  na'  green  barley,  nae  mair  than  hersel'. 
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She's  tricky,  nae  doot,  but  wee  Kate's  but  a  bairn, 
As  aulder  cocks  craw  the  younger  anes  learn ; 
Frae  Whiteinch  to  Yoker  few  weanies  could  bate 
The  auld  farran'  pliskies  o'  canty  wee  Kate. 

The  totum's  amusin',  her  tricks  are  sae  queer, 
I  laugh  at  her  whiles  till  I  scarcely  can  steer, 
An'  often  her  questions  wad  puzzle  a  sage — 
There's  few  weans  as  clever's  wee  Kate  at  her  age. 
Nae  won'er  she's  wearied  when  bed-time  comes  roon', 
An'  fitless  wi'  sleep  when  ye  pit  on  her  goon ; 
For  seldom  the  lamb  pits  her  doup  to  a  sate, 
Sic  rompin'  wad  fag  mair  than  canty  wee  Kate. 

Oor  hame  wad  be  eerie  was  Katie  nae  mair, 
I'd  grieve  to  see  ocht  blicht  a  flooret  sae  fair, 
Few  parents,  I'm  thinkin',  could  hardly  refrain 
Frae  lovin'  fu'  dear  sic  a  cheerie  wee  wean. 
The  lave  o'  oor  progeny's  dear  to  my  hairt, 
An'  in  their  amusements  I  oft  tak'  a  pairt ; 
But,  really  and  truly,  I  honestly  state, 
I'm  far  mair  devoted  to  canty  wee  Kate. 


YE'RE  NEVER  CONTENT. 

Ye're  never  content,  Kate,  there's  aye  something  wrang, 

Yer  tongue  yammer,  yammers  awa'  \ 
For  ony  sake  try  an'  stop  singin'  that  sang, 

I  don't  like  to  hear  it  ava. 
Though  the  times  are  fu'  hard  an'  the  prospects  look  drear, 

Ye  never  yet  hunger  ha'e  kent ; 
I  think,  Kate,  if  ye  had  a  thoosand  a  year, 

Ye  wadna  at  that  be  content. 
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Look  roon'  ye,  my  woman,  just  look  roon'  an'  see 

The  hardships  some  puir  folk  maun  bear ; 
Oh,  sit  doon  an'  study  their  wants  for  a  wee, 

An'  think  hoo  the  craters  maun  fare. 
Their  wardrobes  are  empty,  a's  gane  that'll  gang, 

Ilka  dud  that  they've  had  has  been  lent ; 
For  a'  ye're  so  cosy,  ye'll  wheenge  at  that  sang — 

Ye'll  never,  it  seems,  be  content. 

Through  a'  these  dull  times  we've  ne'er  wanted  a  bite, 

A  blessin'  we  ocht  to  haud  dear ; 
The  moose  frae  oor  meal-pock  ne'er  left  it  wi'  spite, 

Nor  ever  through  want  shed  a  tear. 
An'  yet  ye'll  keep  kickin'  up  sic  a  like  din 

'Boot  siller  ye  say  has  been  spent ; 
Ye  canna  expect  us  to  live  on  the  win' — 

I  think,  wife,  ye'll  ne'er  be  content. 

Ye  say  that  yer  savin's  are  slippin'  awa' ; 

Be  thankfu'  ye've  had  sic  a  gift ; 
Ye  ken  I've  done  nocht  sin'  the  end  o'  last  fa' — 

Ye're  lucky  that's  had  ocht  to  lift. 
Be  gratefu',  my  woman,  an'  dinna  forget 

Him  wha  ilka  blessin'  has  sent; 
Don't  grieve  o'er  the  nest  whaur  your  heart  has  been  set, 

Though  it's  toom  ye  may  weel  be  content. 


THE    GOWDEN    RULE.  1 27 


THE  GOWDEN  RULE. 


Aye  strive  to  dae  to  ithers  as  ye'd  hae  them  dae  to  you  : 
Ne'er  cause  a  froon  to  gather  on  yer  fellow-mortal's  broo ; 
A  kindly  word  is  sure  to  mak'  yer  neebour's  spirits  loom, 
An'  kindles  up  a  lovin'  glow  that  melts  awa'  the  gloom. 

Oh,  smother  doon  conceit  and  pride,  for  at  the  best  we're 

sma', 
There's  not  a  heart,  'mang  rich  or  puir,  that  hasna  got  a 

flaw; 
Keep  practisin'  the  gowden  rule  as  ye  this  warl'  go  through, 
An'  always  dae  to  ithers  as  ye'd  wish  them  dae  to  you. 

Let's  never  harbour  in  the  breast  ocht  that  wad  hurt  or 

grieve, 
But  raither  bear  each  ither's  fauts,   an'  wounded   hearts 

relieve ; 
Ne'er  set  a  snare  o'  mischief,  freens,  to  dae  a  brither  wrang. 
Gin  ye  intend  to  mix  amang  "  yon  noble,  happy  thrang." 


Aye  display  ceevility  to  neebours  ane  an'  a' ; 
It's  easy  carried  through  the  warl',  an'  costs  ye  nocht  ava; 
A  ceevil  word  aft  cools  the  tongue  that's  ready  to  revile, 
An'  draws  across  a  brither's  face  a  cheerie,  lovin'  smile. 

Be  carefu'  what  ye're  gaun  to  say  for  fear  o'  risin'  din  ; 
Oh,   watch  an'  don't  let  cruel  words   yer  neebour's   ears 

slip  in ; 
Aye  live  in  peace  an'  harmony  wi'  ilka  ane  ye  ken, 
An'  ye'll  receive  a  rich  reward  when  at  life's  journey's  en', 
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Liberals,  press  forward  ! — get  ready  for  action  ! 

Our  noble  old  Chieftain  is  now  in  the  van. 
We  need  have  no  fear  for  the  Unionist  faction, 

For  victory  is  ours  if  we  stand  to  a  man. 

We  don't  mean  to  fight,  like  mauraders,  for  booty, 
No;  we  have  a  nobler  object  in  view. 

Electors !  wake  up  to  a  sense  of  your  duty, 
And  let  us  with  vigour  that  object  pursue. 

That  object  is  justice,  and  not  separation ; 

Give  Home  Rule  to  Erin  without  more  ado. 
In  justice  we  ought  to  make  such  reparation  ; 

'Twill  only  he  giving  poor  Paddy  his  due. 

We  are  just  on  the  eve  of  another  election ; 

Let  half-hearted  cowards  see  what  we  can  do. 
Let's  cling  to  our  leader  with  purest  affection ; 

Send  up  to  St.  Stephen's  men  honest  and  true. 

Now,  let  us  unite  into  close  combination : 

We  know  what  old  Willie  has  done  in  the  past. 

He  has  nobly  fought  for  the  weal  of  the  nation ; 
In  justice  he  claims  our  support  to  the  last. 
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Bear  up,  woman,  be  fu'  cheerie, 

Dinna  sit  an'  fret  sae  sair, 
Tho'  the  outlook's  unco  drearie 

For  the  comin'  Glesca'  Fair. 

Tho'  the  dark  cluds  o'  depression 

Ha'e  yer  heart  nigh  rent  in  twa, 
Sol  ere  lang  will  tak'  possession 

An'  clear  ilka  clud  awa'. 

Lots  o'  folk  for  want  o'  siller 

Maun  this  simmer  stay  at  hame  ; 
There's  yer  neebour,  Peggy  Miller, 

She'll  just  ha'e  to  dae  the  same. 

Dinna  sit  like  ane  demented, 

Jeanie ;  that  will  never  dae ; 
Try,  guidwife,  an'  be  contented 

Wi'  the  little  that  ye  ha'e. 

We  don't  ken,  wife,  what's  before  us, 

'Tis  a  lang  lane  has  nae  turn ; 
Trust  Him,  Jean,  that's  watching  o'er  us ; 

Rise,  lass,  dinna  sit  an'  murn. 

Wheesht,  ye  rougies,  wi'  yer  squeelin', 

Losh,  folk  canna  hear  their  ears — 
That's  oor  postman,  Pat  M'Queelin', 

Bawlin'  loodly,  "  Robert  Spiers." 

Here's  a  letter  frae  oor  Sandy 

Weel  micht  mak'  a  mither  proud ; 
An',  my  lump  o'  sugar  candy, 

Look  !  he's  sent  a  cheque  for  gowd. 
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Fifty  sovereigns,  my  certie  ! 

Look  here,  Jean,  what  feeger's  that  ? 
"Rab,  ye  goose,  it's  only  thirty; 

Dear  me,  ye're  as  blin's  a  bat." 

Thirty ;  Lo'd  !  I  wadna  won'er, 
I'll  sune  no'  can  see  a  stime. 

Thirty,  fifty,  or  a  hunner 

Couldna  come  in  better  time. 

Oh,  Jean,  what  a  welcome  blessin', 
Comin'  frae  oor  wayward  boy ; 

Him  wha's  been  sae  lang  a'  missin', 
Losh,  wife,  I  could  dance  wi'  joy  ! 

Noo  for  Rosie  wi'  a  canter, 

For  a  snuff  o'  caller  air ; 
Come,  na,  weanies,  dinna  saunter, 

Let  us  noo  enjoy  the  Fair. 
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No  far  frae  the  rustic  auld  Glen  o'  Devol, 
A  stane-cast  or  twa  frae  the  auld  quarry  hole, 
There  staun's  a  wee  biggin',  fu'  cosy  an'  snod, 
No  twa  hunner  yairds  aff  the  side  o'  the  road. 
In  the  grey  o'  the  gloamin',  when  takin'  a  turn 
Alang  the  sweet  banks  o'  the  clear  windin'  burn, 
Fu'  aft  I'm  enticed  to  this  cosy  wee  biel, 
To  ha'e  a  bit  crack  wi'  my  freen,  Wullie  Neil. 
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There's  nae  affectation  'boot  Wullie  ava, 
Nae  maitter  wha  on  the  auld  body  may  ca', 
For  gentle  an'  and  semple  are  tell't  to  come  ben, 
An'  draw  in  a  chair  to  his  cosy  fire-en' ; 
He'll  talk  on  ilk  subject,  an'  books  by  the  score, 
Reveres  aye  wi'  feelin'  the  auld  sacred  lore ; 
There's  no'  ane,  I'm  certain,  wad  weariness  feel 
While  under  the  spell  o'  my  freen,  Wullie  Neil. 

'Tis  pleasant  to  look  on  his  braw  lauchin'  face 
As  blithe  as  the  pink  o'  sweet  maidenly  grace ; 
An'  'neath  his  plain  garments  there  nestles  fu'  warm 
A  bosom  that  couldna  dae  ony  ane  harm. 
He  ca's  his  braw  wine  his  "  sonsy  auld  queen ;  " 
Auld  Wullie's  gey  fond  o'  his  Lizzie,  I  ween; 
She  cockers  Wull  up  like  an  egg  in  a  creel, 
An'  lo'es  ilka  smile  o'  her  ain  Wullie  Neil. 

Tho'  borderin'  noo  on  the  three  score-an'-ten, 
He's  almost  as  fresh-like's  the  youngest  o'  men ; 
I'll  no'  say  that  Wullie  is  rowin'  in  wealth — 
Be  that  as  it  may,  he's  the  picture  o'  health. 
God's  granted  oor  freen  what  has  aye  done  his  turn, 
An'  he's  just  as  thankfu'  to  Him  in  return ; 
In  hunger  should  ony  puir  crater  appeal, 
They're  sure  o'  a  bite  frae  my  freen,  Wullie  Neil. 

He  talks  o'  the  poets  wi'  mem'ry  quite  fresh — 
Ye'd  think  he  had  kent  ilka  ane  in  the  flesh — 
Fu'  aft  he  recites  Campbell's  "  Pleasures  o'  Hope," 
And  gey  aften  quotes  wee  diminutive  Pope, 
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But  Rabbie's  verse  Wullie  has  aftenest  sung, 
In  noble  braid  doric,  his  auld  mither-tongue ; 
His  love  for  the  Piooman  he  canna  conceal — 
Rab's  dear  to  the  bosom  o'  auld  Wullie  Neil. 

An'  'oor  in  his  comp'ny  wad  amply  repay 

The  lovers  o'  poesy  wha  wauner  that  way ; 

For  Wullie,  the  body,  is  unca  weel  read, 

Tho'  only  a  puir  jobbin'  gard'ner  to  trade. 

He  toils  late  an'  early  'mang  sweet-scented  flooers, 

An'  lilts  at  the  poesy  the  blithe  simmer  'oors ; 

Richt  roon'  a'  braid  Scotland  there  isna  a  chiel 

Mair  highly  respected  than  auld  Wullie  Neil. 


A  STRIKE  AMONG  THE  RIVET  BOYS. 

The  rivet  boys,  Geordie,  ha'e  gane  oot  on  strike. 
It  seems,  Lo'd,  they're  jist  gaun  to  dae  as  they  like, 
Gin  ye  hear  what  they're  askin'  ye'll  say  they've  a  cheek, 
They'll  no  work  below  eighteen  shillings  a  week. 

But  that's  no'  it  a',  we're  to  pay  for  their  train, 
An'  pay  them  the  time  we're  knocked  aff  wi'  the  rain ; 
But  that's  no'  the  crooner,  the  wee  bits  o'  snipes 
Ha'e  ask'd  to  be  kept  in  tobacco  an'  pipes. 

I  tried  to  haul  ane  o'  them  owre  to  his  fire, 
But,  fegs,  if  ye  kent  it,  I  had  to  retire, 
For,  Lo'd,  frae  the  bigger  anes,  blow  after  blow 
Cam'  doon  on  my  heid  till  I  had  to  let  go. 
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DINNA  MIX  WI'  SIC  A  CREW. 

Seein',  mistress,  ye're  a  stranger, 
Comiti'  here  to  settle  doon, 

Let  me  warn  ye  o'  the  danger 
Prevalent  this  clachan  roon'. 

Neebour  women  meet  thegither 
Owre  a  guid  strong  cup  o'  tea, 

An'  for  'oors  they  sit  an'  blether 
In  the  heicht  o'  mirth  an'  glee. 

Brisk  their  tongues  gang  clitter-clatter 

Into  ither  folks'  affairs  ; 
But  'twad  be  a  kittle  matter 

Gin  ye'd  interfere  wi'  theirs. 

When  they've  ta'en  their  tea  fu'  hearty, 
Then  the  bottle's  handed  roon', 

Ilka  ane  o'  sic  a  party 

Likes  a  dram  to  sine  it  doon. 

If  they'd  only  be  contented 
When  they  see  ae  bottle  toom ; 

Lo'd,  they'd  sit,  wife,  if  ye  kent  it, 
Till  they  canna  bite  their  thoom. 

Watch  the  limmers,  for  they're  wily, 
Or  they'll  land  ye  in  a  stew ; 

My  advice  is,  don't  be  silly, 
Dinna  mix  wi'  sic  a  crew. 
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The  Following  Lines  are  Respectfully  Dedicated 
to  the  Rev.  ROBERT  CANDLISH  STRANG,  of 
Crawfurdsburn  Free  Church,  Greenock. 

It  pleased  God  to  tak'  a  guid  servant  awa', 
A  minister  dearly  attached  to  us  a'; 
But  God  in  His  mercy  has  sent  in  his  place 
A  minister  fu'  o'  sweet  heavenly  grace. 

Sin'  ever  oor  pastor  accepted  the  ca' 
An'  preach'd  in  oor  pulpit  a  Sunday  or  twa, 
We  saw  by  his  sweet,  loving,  cherub-like  face, 
There  wasna  anither  we'd  put  in  his  place. 

Gang  yont  to  his  hoose,  what  a  welcome  ye've  there, 
It's  come  away  brother  and  draw  in  a  chair. 
His  sweet,  lovin'-kindness  wad  gar  ye  think  shame, 
Yet  still  in  his  presence  ye  feel  ye're  at  hame. 

His  leal  heart  rins  oot  to  the  God-fearin'  puir, 
And  aft  at  their  ingles  he  joins  them  in  prayer; 
He'll  lift  bits  o'  bairnies  fu'  fond  on  his  knee, 
An'  join  in  their  pliskies  an'  innocent  glee. 

The  folks  o'  Dundonald  '11  miss  him  fu'  sair, 
They'll  fin'  sic  a  loss  unca  hard  to  repair. 
We  pity  the  budies,  tho'  this  we  maun  say, 
He'll  ha'e  in  oor  seaport  a  something  to  dae. 
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YE  DON'T  KEN  THAT  YE'RE  BORN. 

Noo,  Johnny,  my  callan,  ye'll  ha'e  to  ca'  cannie, 
For,  min'  ye,  I'll  no'  stan'  sic  cheek  ony  mair ; 

I'd  ha'e  ye  to  watch  hoo  ye  speak,  like  a  mannie, 
An'  no'  wound  yer  auld  mither's  feelin's  sae  sair. 

Ilk  meal  that  I  sit  doon,  ye  kick  up  a  shinty, 
Guid  beef,  kail,  or  parritch  ha'e  aye  got  a  faut ; 

Jist  look  at  oor  neebour's  son,  blithe  Jamie  Minty, 
Wha  sits  doon  fu'  cheerie  to  tatties  an'  saut. 

But  ye  maun  be  fed  up  wi'  beefstakes  an'  mutton ; 

Ye're  learnin',  my  certie,  to  craw  rather  crouse  ; 
Na,  na,  my  bit  cockie,  I  mauna  be  sput  on ; 

Content  yersel',  Jock,  wi'  the  roon'  o'  the  hoose. 

Yer  faither  that's  workin',  lad's,  no  half  sae  saucy, 
He'd  sit  doon  content  to  a  coggie  o'  brose, 

Or  rive  at  a  lafe  tho'  as  hard  as  the  causie ; 
But  ye  at  sic  victuals  wad  cock  up  yer  nose. 

Ye're  sairly  in  need  o'  a  bite  o'  yer  bridle, 

'Twad  bring  doon  yer  dour,  haughty  pride  to  the  grun'; 

Wad  strangers  ha'e  fed  ye  an'  ye  sae  lang  idle  ? — 
They  wadna,  Jock,  dae  what  yer  mither  has  dune. 

It's  twa  years  or  mair  sin'  ye  wrocht  for  a  shillin', 
An?  yet  ye'll  gie  me  the  warst  word  in  yer  wame ; 

There's  no'  roon'  the  clachan  a  better  tim'd  callan, 
'Tis  a  won'er  to  me,  man,  ye  dinna  think  shame. 
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Ye'Jl  ne'er  be  worth  candy  till  ye  get  a  caulin', 
An'  nane  but  the  strangers  'ill  tame  sic  a  loon ; 

Gin  ye  frae  sic  teachers  had  twa-three  years'  schulin', 
I'm  thinking,  my  mannie,  they'd  alter  yer  tune. 

Ye're  gaun,  I  declare,  to  the  deil  a'  thegither ; 

My  word,  gin  yer  faither  jist  heard  ye  the  noo, 
He  wadna,  I  think,  be  as  saft  as  yer  mither, 

He'd  fetch  in  a  jiffey  the  bluid  frae  yer  mou'. 

Ye're  weel  aff,  my  man,  beside  some  that  are  starvin'. 

That  wadna,  haith,  treat  sic  a  dinner  wi'  scorn ; 
There  thousan's  wad  snap  it  that's  far  mair  deservin', 

I'm  sorry  to  say  ye  don't  ken  that  ye're  born. 
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Dae  ye  mind,  Tam,  hoo  aft  we've  welcom'd  fu'  dear 

The  Fair  as  it  yearly  cam'  roon', 
We  aye  had  a  room  ta'en  a  week  ilka  year, 

In  Campbelton,  Rossa,  or  Troon. 
Sic  seasons  were  welcomed,  for  siller  was  rife, 

Amang  the  bien,  hard-workin'  puir — 
The  days  that  a  faither,  wi'  bairnie's  an'  wife, 

Could  jaunt  for  a  week  at  the  Fair. 

Losh,  Tarn,  dae  ye  mind  the  surprise  that  I  got, 

When  gie'n  yer  black  claes  the  air, 
When  sax  paper  notes  frae  yer  swallow-tail  coat 

Fell  doon  at  my  feet  on  the  flair  ? 
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That  incident,  Tammas,  I'll  never  forget, 

Wi'  lauchin'  my  sides  were  fu'  sair ; 
An'  aften  I  think  on  the  wee  posey  yet, 

Fu'  cosy  laid  by  for  the  Fair. 

When  near  sic  a  time,  Lo'd,  oor  bairnies  fu'  prood 

Wad  mak'  the  hoose  ring  wi'  their  din ; 
An'  aft  I've  admir'd  the  wee  lam's  as  they  stood, 

Ilk  dud  on  them  new  frae  the  skin. 
Like  oorsel's,  they  were  keen  o'  a  sail  doon  the  Clyde, 

To  snuff  up  the  sweet  caller  air ; 
Nae  won'er  the  lammies  aye  welcomed  wi'  pride 

The  comin'  o'  dear  Glasca  Fair. 

We'll  ha'e  to  content  oorsel's  this  year  at  hame, 

For  haith,  Tarn,  oor  funds  are  fu'  sma'; 
An'  thoosan's  o'  ithers  maun  jist  dae  the  same, 

That  hasna  a  shillin'  ava. 
I  doot,  Tarn,  sic  seasons  are  gane  for  a  while, 

I'm  frichted  they  winna  come  mair  ; 
There's  no'  sic  a  thing  noo's  a  cosy  wee  pile 

Laid  by  in  yer  coat  for  the  Fair. 


THE  WIFE'S  ROARIN'  OOT. 

"  Ye're  early  ant,  Robin,  whaur  ha'e  ye  been  ? 

Yer  face,  Lo'd's,  as  white  as  a  cloot, 
There's  somethin'  has  happened,  I  ken  by  yer  een 

"There  has,  Dan,  the  wife's  roarin'  oot." 
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"  I'm  jist  comin'  hame  frae  the  doctor's  the  noo  ;  " 
"Losh,  Robin,  it's  there  that  I'm  gaun; 

Are  ye  landed  into  the  same  kin'  o'  stew, 
An'  baith  o'  us  in  the  ae  Ian'  ? 

"My  wife,  like  yer  ain,  Rab,  is  makin'  a  din, 

An'  unca  uneasy  she  feels ; 
But,  Robin,  what's  wrang — is  the  doctor  no'  in?" 

"  He  said  he'd  be  doon  at  my  heels." 

We  pairted,  for  Rab  was  uneasy  to  ken 

Hoo  maitters  were  stan'in'  at  hame ; 
I  wasna  'bune  twa  hundred  yairds  frae  the  glen, 

When  I  heard  some  ane  roarin'  my  name. 

'Twas  Robin,  puir  chiel,  in  a  won'erfu'  state, 

The  sweat  stan'in'  thick  on  his  broo. 
"  Oh,  Dawnie,"  quo'  Robin,  "  the  wife  is  fu'  quate, 

It's  a  wee  thing  that's  roarin'  oot  noo." 

I  took  to  the  road,  like  a  madman  let  loose, 

My  mind  a'  the  time  ill  at  ease ; 
I  hadna  got  richt  satin'  doon  in  the  hoose 

Till  a  wee  thing  was  laid  on  my  knees. 

Uneasy  to  ken,  bits  o'  lassocks  flock  in 

To  speir  whaur  we  got  the  wee  pair. 
"  Oh,  bairnies,"  the  mithers  wad  say,  "  'twas  the  win' 

That  blew  the  wee  lambs  up  the  stair." 
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FORSAKEN. 


Forsaken  by  Mary, 

That  sprightly  young  fairy, 
I  don't  know  exactly  now  what  I'm  to  do. 

I  know  'twould  be  better 

To  try  and  forget  her, 
But  that  I  confess  would  be  punishment  too. 

Her  image  in  twilight, 

In  darkness  and  daylight, 
Is  constantly  staring  me  straight  in  the  face. 

The  loss  of  that  lily 

Has  nigh  knock'd  me  silly, 
No  blossom  more  sweetly  could  bloom  in  her  place. 

I'm  certain  no  other 

But  Mary  could  smother 
The  smouldering  flame  in  this  bosom  of  mine. 

But  she  to  a  grocer's 

United  more  closer, 
And  left  me  in  sorrow  and  grief  to  repine. 

On  her  I  was  spooney, 

But  must  have  been  luney, 
In  not  having  seen  that  her  heart  was  elsewhere. 

Unfortunate  duffer  ! 

Alas  !  I  must  suffer 
A  loss  that  no  maiden  can  ever  repair, 
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CARTSDYKE  SAILING  CLUB. 

A  season  of  pleasure  has  drawn  to  a  close, 
And  we  for  a  season  may  quietly  repose ; 
When  Nature  unveils  her  dark  mantle  o'  grey, 
Look  out  for  Cartsdyke  in  her  yachting  array. 

Our  club,  though  a  yearling,  we're  bound  to  confess, 
Has  added  enjoyment  and  prov'd  a  success ; 
The  Yankees  may  bluster  and  blaw  as  they  like, 
But  woe  to  the  day  that  they  visit  Cartsdyke. 

The  centre-board  critics  may  frowningly  sneer, 

But,  ah  !  let  our  purT-blowing  Yankees  come  here, 

Altho'  they  the  national  trophy  have  won, 

Should  they  come  to  our  waters  we'll  gie  them  some  fun 

With  men  like  M'Innes  and  Haughie,  we  know 
Our  funds  must  increase  and  our  membership  grow, 
These  men  from  our  ranks  high  opinions  have  won, 
For  the  kindness  they've  shown  and  the  work  they  have 
done. 

We're  proud  of  our  yacht  club,  and  more,  let  me  say, 
We're  proud  of  Cartsdyke  and  its  beautiful  bay ; 
The  hame  of  the  "  Worthies,"  ah  !  names  we  hold  dear, 
And  names,  while  we  live,  we  must  ever  revere. 
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HOME  OF  MY  YOUTH. 

Home  of  my  youth,  oh,  hallowed  spot, 
Sweet  mem'ries  linger  here ; 

What  visions  hover  round  the  cot 
Of  those  I  lov'd  most  dear  ! 

Here  stands  the  dear  old  apple  tree, 
Where  grew  such  tempting  fare  ; 

Ah  !   often,  like  the  busy  bee, 
I've  gladly  feasted  there. 

Ah !  here's  the  seat — the  rustic  seat, 

Alas,  I  fain  would  cry, 
For  often  in  this  quiet  retreat 

Sat  mother,  John,  and  I. 

'Twas  here,  ah  yes,  in  maddening  joy, 
I've  heard  my  mother  say — 

"  My  spectacles,  you  tricky  boy, 
You've  hidden  them  away." 

Tis  forty  years,  oh,  hallow'd  spot, 
Since  I've  been  here  before, 

But  ah,  I  have  not  yet  forgot 
The  happy  days  of  yore. 
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CATCHING  THE  TEN. 

The  horse  are  a'  tentit,  an'  a'  things  made  snug, 
An'  Rover,  the  collie,  lies  stretch'd  on  the  rug ; 
The  lassies  ha'e  done  wi'  their  wark  in  the  byre, 
When  ilka  ane  draws  roon'  the  big  roarin'  fire. 

The  younger  anes  a'  'mang  the  blankets  ha'e  gane, 
Whaur  I  wad  ha'e  landed  had  I  been  their  ain ; 
But  I  had  to  sit  at  that  cosy  fire  en', 
Watchin'  the  aulder  anes  catchin'  the  ten. 

Wull  Hume  frae  West  Linton  fu'  aften  wad  ca', 
To  wile  o'  an  evenin'  a  wee  while  awa' ; 
Dick  Sanderson  drap'd  doon  frae  Slipperfield  Glen 
To  join  Mary  Baxter  at  catchin'  the  ten. 

Laird  Riddel  aye  pick'd  on  Meg  Barr  for  a  mate ; 
Foment  Jean  M'Crachen  sits  ne'er-dae-weel  Pate ; 
Mag  Broon  for  the  ithers  ne'er  bothers  her  thoom, 
As  lang's  she  got  matin'  her  jo,  Wullie  Hume. 

They  a'  had  a  han',  for  the  mistress  hersel' 

Aye  prided  in  joinin'  wi'  wee  Robin  Bell; 

Wi'  Rab  for  a  partner  fu'  weel  did  she  ken 

The  lave  had  nae  chance  wi'  them  catchin'  the  ten. 
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THE  ORPHAN  BOY. 

One  winter  night  an  orphan  boy 

Came  tapping  at  a  cottage  door, 
To  seek  for  shelter  from  the  storm 

That  raged  across  a  lonely  moor. 
His  little  feet  were  blue  with  cold, 

His  shivering  body  ached  with  pain, 
The  tattered  garments  on  his  back 

Were  soaked  with  heavy,  drenching  rain. 

And  as  he  stood  in  mute  suspense 

He  heard  a  tender  voice  exclaim — 
"  Oh,  father,  hasten  to  the  door, 

I  hear  that  feeble  tap  again  ! " 
The  cottage  door  was  opened  wide, 

The  orphan's  bosom  heaved  with  joy; 
"  Oh,  will  you  be  so  kind/'  he  said, 

"  As  shelter  a  poor  orphan  boy  ?  " 

He  smiled  upon  the  cottar's  face, 

For  in  it  he  could  see  no  guile ; 
And  as  the  streaming  light  shone  forth 

He  saw  a  loving  father's  smile. 
"  Oh,  noble  sir,"  the  orphan  said, 

"  I  think  my  journey's  at  an  end, 
For  blended  on  your  loving  brow 

I  see  this  little  orphan's  friend." 

The  owner  of  that  humble  cot 

In  pity  took  a  parent's  part, 
And  with  a  father's  fond  embrace 

He  clasped  the  orphan  to  his  heart. 
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"  Though  you  have  lost  your  parents  dear 
You  will  in  me  a  father  find, 

And  for  a  sister  little  Jane 

Will  be  devoted,  good,  and  kind." 

Is  this  a  dream,  the  orphan  thought, 

Or  is  my  reason  giving  way  ? 
Oh,  if  I  only  could  express 

The  words  this  little  heart  would  say. 
"  I  tender  you  my  grateful  thanks," 

The  orphan  said,  in  accents  mild, 
"And  may  the  Lord  shower  blessings  down 

On  you  and  your  dear  loving  child." 

The  orphan  wept  with  utter  joy, 

To  think  that  he  had  found  a  home, 
And  hoped  he  ne'er  again  would  feel 

The  hardships  that  his  life  had  known. 
And  as  he  pondered  o'er  the  past 

He  thought  of  one  gone  to  her  rest, 
And  with  a  trembling  hand  he  brought 

A  Bible  from  his  throbbing  breast. 

It  was  his  mother's  parting  gift, 

A  gift  he  prized,  yea,  more  than  gold, 
For  from  its  pages  he  had  learned 

The  stories  she  so  often  told. 
He  smiled  upon  his  loving  friend, 

And  pressed  the  volume  to  his  heart, 
And  said  as  long  as  he  had  life 

It  never  from  him  would  depart. 
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That  sacred  relic  cheered  him  on, 

And  kept  him  out  of  Satan's  way, 
And  in  his  weary,  lonely  hours 

It  taught  his  tender  heart  to  pray. 
He  reads  it  in  his  cottage  home, 

And  Jeanie  does  his  company  share, 
And  oft  the  honest  cottar  smiles 

Upon  that  happy  little  pair. 


AN  HONEST  MAN. 


The  man  who  is  just  in  each  daily  transaction 

Can  hold  up  his  head  with  the  king  on  the  throne ; 
No  matter  how  poor  or  how  mean  his  extraction, 

He's  king  of  his  cabin  and  lord  of  his  own. 
His  mind's  never  worried  through  fear  of  detection, 

When  stretched  on  his  pallet  he's  snug  for  the  night, 
His  actions  can  stand  the  most  minute  inspection, 

He  feels  ever  happy  in  doing  what's  right. 

Friends  may  desert  him  through  false  information, 

And  pass  and  repass  him  with  utter  disdain, 
But  right's  sure  to  conquer  the  base  accusation 

And  kindle  the  faggot  of  friendship  again. 
He  stands  like  a  giant  before  his  accuser, 

But,  ah  !  will  the  cowardly  villain  show  fight  ? 
He  knows  very  well  he'd  come  off  as  the  loser, 

For  God  makes  brave  heroes  of  those  who  do  right. 


146  RETIRE. 


RETIRE. 


Retire,  retire,  deceitful  knave, 

A  nation  groans  beneath  thy  shame; 

No  virtuous  Celt  dare  be  a  slave 
To  one  possessed  of  such  a  name. 

Where  is  the  nation  that  could  trust 
Her  leadership  to  such  a  man  ? 

Brave  Healy  says  retire  you  must, 
For  lead  again  you  never  can. 

Destroyer  of  domestic  bliss, 
Who  could  such  cruelty  defend  ? 

You  stab  like  Judas,  yet  you  kiss 
The  one  who  trusts  you  as  a  friend. 

You  say  you  love  your  country's  weal, 
Pray,  if  you  do,  one  moment  pause; 

Your  treachery  must  make  you  feel 
The  blow  you've  dealt  a  noble  cause. 

Your  carnal  appetite  has  stung 
All  honest  statesmen  to  the  core ; 

Your  wickedness,  alas  !  has  rung 

Brave  hearts  that  bleed  at  every  pore. 

Where  is  thy  glory  and  renown  ? 

Like  vapour  vanished  into  space  ; 
Behold  a  king  without  a  crown, 

Involved  in  ruin  and  disgrace. 
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HONEST  WORKIN'  SANDY. 

The  Third  Ward  folks  to  Cooncil  sen' 
A  model  'mang  their  workin'  men, 
An'  to  their  wants  he  will  atten', 
Our  honest  workin'  Sandy. 

This  honest  sage  will  prove  a  boon 
To  folk  that  stay  oot  wast  the  toon ; 
In  fact,  the  village  roon'  an'  roon' 
Will  a'  be  prood  o'  Sandy. 

He's  no  a  chiel  to  knuckle  doon 
To  ocht  that  isna  hale  an'  soun' ; 
He'll  stick  in  for  his  native  toon, 
Oor  honest  workin'  Sandy. 

To  help  to  make  oor  harbours  great, 
Oor  worthy  Provost's  got  a  mate  ; 
An'  he  wi'  glee  '11  sune  relate 
There's  few  like  honest  Sandy. 

The  committee  were  sick  an'  sad, 
For  nichts  they  ne'er  were  aff  the  pad ; 
But,  haith,  they  fin'  their  hearts  fu'  glad 
In  hookin'  honest  Sandy. 
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LOVE  OF  HOME. 


When  I  other  homes  compare 
With  yon  sweet  rustic  little  cot, 

Though  I  dine  on  simple  fare, 
Happy,  happy  is  my  lot. 

I  love  the  very  name  of  home, 
For  joys  await  me  there ; 

I'll  never,  never  ask  to  roam 
From  such  a  spot  so  fair. 

The  labours  of  another  day 
In  cheerfulness  are  done ; 

I  welcome,  as  I  homeward  stray, 
The  red,  round  setting  sun. 


THE  DRAMA  OF  LIFE. 

All  men  in  this  drama  of  life 

Have  some  little  part  to  play, 
Some  glory  in  stirring  up  strife, 

And  will  to  the  end  of  the  fray. 
Such  actors  dispose  of  their  wares 

In  workshop,  in  palace,  and  pew, 
And  pry  into  others'  affairs, 

Regardless  of  what  they  may  do. 
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THE  FLITTIN'. 

I  really  could  sit  doon  an'  cry, 

For  sic  a  bustle's  ocht  but  cheerie, 
Oor  hoose  is  in  a  perfect  fry, 

Wi'  a'  things  lyin'  tapsalteerie. 

Pats  an'  pans  lie  here  an'  there, 

An'  maybe,  freens,  ye'll  think  I'm  jokin', 

There's  scarcely  left  a  stule  or  chair 
That  isna  either  smash'd  or  broken. 

There's  bed-ticks,  books,  an'  jelly  jars 

Built  up  the  ane  abune  the  ither ; 
An'  mair  than  that,  oor  kist  o'  drawers 

Will  hardly  ever  stick  thegether. 

A  fortnicht's  gane,  or  raither  mair, 

An'  still  we're  in  an  unca  guddle ; 
Preserve  us  a',  twill  be  the  Fair 

Afore  we're  oot  o'  sic  a  muddle. 

I  maun  dae  a'  that  is  to  dae, 

An'  see  can  I  get  oot  the  rabble ; 
Oor  man,  alack,  wad  never  say, 

I'll'help  ye,  Maggie,  oot  the  habble. 

While  I'm  as  busy  as  can  be, 

Dan  mak's  his  quarters  in  a  corner ; 

Ye  micht  as  weel,  Lo'd,  try  an'  flee, 
As  pit  the  body  aff  his  orner. 

It  isna,  I'll  be  bound  to  say, 

An'  easy  job  when  ye  are  flittin'; 
But,  dear  me,  this  '11  never  dae, 

We  maun  ha'e  some  snod  place  to  sit  in. 
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A  KIND  WORD  TO  A  WOUNDED  HEART 

Be  cheerie,  man,  Dawnie,  Lo'd,  dinna  despair, 
Ye've  acted,  I'm  certain,  baith  wisely  an'  well ; 

Tho'  Jamie  has  wounded  yer  bosom  fu'  sair, 
Tak'  care,  freen,  it  disna  come  back  on  himsel'. 

His  dark  evil  projects  ha'e  thriven  the  noo, 
The  devil's  aye  fond  o'  sic  bad-hearted  men ; 

Nae  doot  he  has  stolen  the  bite  frae  yer  mou', 
But  maitters  '11  a'  come  oot  richt  at  the  en'. 


GRIEF. 

We  grieve  for  those  that's  called  away 

In  parent,  child,  or  friend ; 
But  we  death's  mandate  must  obey, 

Though  hard  it  may  offend. 
But,  ah !  how  many  parents  grieve, 

And  oft  shed  bitter  tears, 
O'er  those  that's  leading  sinful  lives 

For  many  weary  years. 
A  daughter  in  some  evil  hour 

Is  caught  in  Satan's  snare ; 
The  tempter  lures  her  from  the  home, 

Where  oft  she  knelt  in  prayer. 
The  parents  grieve  to  know  their  child 

To  horrid  haunts  is  led ; 
It  would  be  welcome  news  to  them 

To  hear  that  she  was  dead. 
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HALLOWE'EN. 


It's  blithe  Hallowe'en,  an'  the  weans  are  a'  cheerie, 
An'  mak'  the  aul'  rafters  ring  oot  wi'  their  din ; 

Wee  Tarn's  spinnin'  roon'  on  his  heid  like  a  peerie, 
An'  Geordie  has  danced  till  he's  clean  oot  o'  win'. 

"  That's  oor  Watty  greetin',  I'll  wager  a  shillin', 
Puir  thing,  losh,  his  wee  he'rt  is  likin'  to  break ; 

That  ne'er-dae-weel  buckie,  wee  Davie  M'Millan, 
Has  stolen  the  caunel  an'  neep  frae  his  neck." 

Oor  wine  declares  I'm  as  daft  as  wee  Tammie, 
For  joinin'  wi'  pride  in  their  innocent  glee  ; 

I  howk'd  oot  a  turnip  for  ilk  bonnie  lammie, 
Sic  harmless  enjoyment  is  aye  dear  to  me. 

Their  lanterns  a'  lichtit,  they  march  oot  like  sodgers, 
The  full  charge  is  left  on  the  shouthers  o'  Jock  ; 

They  wheel  when  they  reach  the  wee  shop  o'  Bob  Rodgers, 
Wi'  Meg  in  the  rear  wi'  her  muckle  kail  stock. 

'Mid  great  roars  o'  laughter  oor  Meg  got  the  thummel, 
When  ilka  ane  tell't  her  she'd  be  an  aul'  maid ; 

It  wadna  be  prudent,  she  fancied,  to  grummel, 
But  put  little  faith  in  what  ilka  ane  said. 

The  apples  are  thrown  into  lukewarm  water — 
The  caul'  thing,  ye  ken,  it  wad  kill  oor  wee  Tarn; 

They're  stripped  to  the  buff,  an'  their  tongues  clitter  clatter, 
An'  fa'  to  the  dookin'  like  jucks  in  a  dam. 
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A  pat  fu'  o'  tatties  weel  champit  wi'  butter 

Is  set  on  the  flair  amid  bustle  an'  din ; 
The  caunel's  blawn  oot,  an'  ilk  heart's  in  a  flutter, 

For  ilka  ane's  eager  a  trophy  to  win. 

Blithe  Rabbie  Wilson  fell  heir  to  the  button, 
But  tell't  them  he  ne'er  wad  a  bachelor  dee ; 

An'  the  guest  o'  the  e'enin',  big  brawny  Jock  Hutton, 
Near  swallow'd  the  ring  in  the  midst  o'  his  glee. 

"It's  certain,"  says  Jock,  "  I'm  the  first  to  be  marrit, 
But,  freens,  there  is  something  that  looks  gey  an'  droll, 

The  wide  muckle  pat  o'  its  champs  has  been  herrit, 
But  what,  freens,  has  come  owre  the  wee  cheena  doll?  " 


FAREWEEL  TO  STRONG  DRINK. 

Tarn. — Come  in,  Jock,  an'  gie's  yer  crack, 
Why  are  ye  in  sic  a  hurry  ? 
We  will  ha'e  a  freenly  drap, 
It  will  mak'  us  unco  merry. 

Lo'd,  the  nicht  is  cauld  an'  dreary, 
Snell  and  bitin'  is  the  win' ; 

A  wee  bit  hauf  '11  mak'  us  cheerie — 
What  say  ye,  Jock,  are  ye  gaun  in  ? 

Jock. — Tarn,  my  lad,  I've  quat  the  drinking 
O'  that  cursed  devil's  cup, 
An'  the  truth  is,  I'm  jist  thinking, 
You  yersel'  should  gie  it  up. 
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Nae  guid,  Tarn,  comes  oot  the  drappie, 

But  it  causes  muckle  strife ; 
If  ye'd  be  content  an'  happy, 

Stop  it,  tak'  a  freen's  advice. 

Yon  nicht  doon  at  Rab  M'Luckie's 

Gied  me  at  the  dram  a  staw, 
When  he  ca'd  us  devil's  buckies 

After  we  had  spent  oor  a'. 

Too  lang,  Tam,  I've  spent  the  siller 
That  I've  wrocht  for  hard  an'  sair, 

An'  I'm  thinkin'  'twas  a  killer 
When  I  couldna  pay  for  mair. 

When  I  think  on  ilka  pliskie 

That  I  cut  when  I  was  fou, 
E'en  the  verra  name  o'  whisky 

Mak's  my  bluid  rin  cauld  an'  grue. 

An',  Tam,  ye  ken  at  Robin  Rennie's 

Aft  I've  sat  for  'oors  at  e'en, 
Syne  gaed  hame  to  wife  an'  weanies 

Cursin'  at  them  like  a  fien'. 

Sic  conduct  I  noo  sair  repent  it, 

An'  indeed  I  blush  wi'  shame 
When  I  think  hoo  aft  dementit 

I  to  wife  an'  weans  gaed  hame. 

But,  thank  God,  the  battle's  ended 

That  I've  focht  so  lang  an'  sair ; 
E'en  tho'  Auld  Nick  should  be  offended, 

Strong  drink  /'//  never  taste  it  mair. 
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TAM  AN'  KIRSTY. 

Tarn. — Oh,  for  ony  favour,  Kirsty, 

This  is  mair  than  I  can  bear ; 
Haud  yer  tongue,  I'm  awfu'  thirsty, 
Get  me  jist  a  wee  drap  mair. 

Kirsty. — Mair  !  ye  dirty  guid-for-naithin', 
Deil  a  drap  '11  cross  yer  mou' ; 
Fine  ye  ken  I  ne'er  had  faith  in 
Stuff  that  makes  sae  mony  fou. 

Tarn. —  Dinna,  Kirsty,  be  sae  cruel, 

A'e  bit  gill  an'  then  I'm  din  ; 
Gin  ye  dae,  my  peerless  jewel, 
Tarn  '11  syne  pit  in  the  pin. 

Kirsty. — Ay,  Tarn,  jist  the  same  auld  story. 
Promise  fair  an'  then  fa'  thro'. 
Ye  seem  ever  in  yer  glory 
Daen  nocht  but  gettin'  fou. 

Tam. — Dear  me,  Kirsty,  you're  provokin', 
Trust  yer  Tammas  ance  again ; 
Gin  ye  wadna  see  me  chokin', 
Ease  me  o'  this  burnin'  pain. 

Kirsty. — No,  Tam,  tho'  yer  tongue  was  hingin' 
Oot  yer  mou'  as  lang's  my  airm, 
Never  ower  the  door  I'll  bring  in 
Stuff  that's  done  sae  muckle  harm. 

Tam. — Thank  God,  I  can  dae  withoot  it — 
Thank  ye,  Kirsty,  a'  the  same, 
Dinna  sae  nae  mair  aboot  it, 
Or  ye'll  ha'e  yersel'  to  blame. 
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THE  AULD  KIRK. 


Oh,  the  auld  kirk,  the  auld  kirk, 

What  tho'  the  place  was  wee ; 
Tho'  raither  sma'  an'  forced  to  flit, 

'Twill  aye  be  dear  to  me. 
An'  as  I  muse  on  bygone  days, 

An'  dear  ones  noo  awa', 
Hoo  many  happy  memories 

Does  that  auld  kirk  reca'. 

Oh,  the  auld  man,  the  auld  man, 

Wha  preach'd  fu'  leal  an'  true, 
Oh,  hoo  impressive  were  the  words 

That  drappit  frae  his  mou\ 
The  lessons  that  he  taught  us  bairns 

We  dinna  noo  regret ; 
But  trust  his  genuine  Gospel  truths 

We  never  shall  forget. 

Oh.  the  new  kirk,  the  new  kirk, 

Though  like  some  palace  ha', 
It  canna  match  yon  cosy  place, 

Nor  is  it  half  sae  braw. 
But  the  auld  kirk,  the  auld  kirk, 

Forsaken  though  it  be, 
There  ne'er  will  be  a  new  kirk 

Will  seem  sae  dear  to  me. 
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ARISE,  ARISE,  YE  SONS  OF  TOIL  ! 

Arise,  arise,  ye  sons  of  toil ! 

Open  wide  your  slumbering  eyes ; 
See  maidens  of  their  virtue  rob'd, 

Hark  to  their  sad,  despairing  cries. 
Can  we,  as  fathers,  stand  aside, 

Can  we,  as  brothers,  silent  lie, 
And  see  our  lov'd  ones  rudely  used 

By  villains  of  the  deepest  dye  ? 

Down  with  the  cruel  libertine  ! 

Secure  the  monster  in  his  den, 
And  through  our  noble  British  press 

Expose  him  to  his  fellow-men. 
No  matter  whether  prince  or  peer, 

That  would  encourage  such  a  trade ; 
Repel  the  loathing  viper  off, 

And  lower  him  to  his  proper  grade. 

Shut  up  those  palaces  of  vice, 

And  let  us  strive  with  all  our  might 
To  carry  off  those  little  lambs 

That  once  appear'd  in  virgin  white. 
Drag  forth  those  fiends  in  human  shape 

That  visit  brothels  of  ill-fame ; 
They  lure  our  innocent  to  vice, 

And  leave  them  there  to  die  of  shame. 

We  dare  not  sit  with  folded  arms ; 

We  must  be  up  and  do  our  part, 
Those  horrors  strike  a  dismal  chord 

On  every  honest,  manly  heart. 
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Up,  up,  and  face  this  deadly  foe ! 

And  make  a  bold,  united  stand 
Against  this  female  slaving  trade 

That's  ruining  our  beloved  land. 

Arise,  oh,  brethren,  arise ! 

For  it  is  folly  to  delay  ; 
And  ne'er  give  rest  to  those  in  power 

Until  this  sin  is  swept  away. 
Are  we  to  see  our  daughters  snared 

And  lured  by  vice  on  every  side, 
Who's  spotless  virtue  ought  to  be 

Our  country's  and  our  nation's  pride  ? 


HE  LEAVETH  HIS  HOME. 

The  fair  country  youth  leaves  the  home  of  his  childhood, 
The  scenes  and  surroundings  so  dear  to  his  heart, 

The  sweet  little  cot  'neath  the  shade  of  the  wildwood, 
Where  often  came  sporting  the  roe  and  the  hart. 

He  leaveth  the  home  where  he  knelt  in  devotion 
Night  after  night  at  a  fond  mother's  knee — 

That  dear  little  cot  free  from  din  and  commotion. 
Where  oft  he  has  sported  in  innocent  glee. 

He  leaveth  his  home  with  a  heart  almost  broken, 
He  wonders  when  gone  how  his  mother  will  fare, 

He's  sorry  to  part  with  that  dear  earthly  token, 
But.  ah,  there  is  One  who  will  tend  her  with  care, 
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TIME. 


Time  flies  along  on  fleeting  wings, 
And  with  it  many  changes  brings, 
And  when  we  muse  upon  the  past, 
We  say  it  must  have  travelled  fast. 
For  years  that's  flown  seem  but  a  day, 
When  on  our  welcomed  holidays 
We  scour'd  the  country  nook  an'  cairn 
In  search  of  a  neat  poultry  farm. 

Our  rambles  I  remember  well, 
O'er  grassy  slopes  an'  mossy  dell, 
And  overhead  the  laverock's  song 
Was  welcomed  as  we  strolled  along. 
Oh,  could  we  but  bring  back  again 
Those  happy  days  that's  past  and  gane, 
But  never  while  our  lamp  will  shine 
Can  we  bring  back  old  Father  Time. 


THE  PAY  NIGHT. 

Whaur  does  puir  workin'  chiels  get  the  siller  the  noo? 

On  a  pay  nicht  the  toon's  like  a  fair ; 
To  see  them  stravagin'  oor  streets  roarin'  fou 

Is  a  sicht  that  wad  mak'  the  heart  sair. 

When  they  drink  their  hard  earnings  there's  something 
maun  stan', 

Losh,  it  beats  me  to  ken  hoo  they  dae, 
When  they  drink  it  it's  hard  for  to  pay  what  they're  aim, 

When  they  ha'ena  the  thing  to  dae't  wi\ 
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THE  TWO  EMIGRANTS. 

While  travellin'  the  ither  day 

Frae  Hamilton  by  rail, 
I  heard  twa  marrit  sisters  tell 

A  sad,  heart-rending  tale. 
The  auldest  ane  had  bairnies  five, 

The  youngest  ane  had  three. 
We're  gaun,  I  overheard  them  say, 

To  cross  the  briny  sea. 

Oor  men,  puir  chiels,  they  baith  burst  oot, 

Their  een  bedimed  wi'  tears, 
Grew  heartless,  for  they  hadna  wrocht 

For  nearly  twa  lang  years. 
We  spent  wi'  care  oor  twa-three  poun's, 

No'  kennin'  whaur  'twad  end, 
Aye  hopin',  as  ilka  day  flew  past, 

That  surely  trade  wad  mend. 

We  hop'd,  as  ilka  mornin'  dawn'd, 

The  cluds  o'  inky  hue 
W7ad  vanish  wi'  the  e'enin'  sun 

An'  lea'  a  tint  o'  blue. 
But  things  grew  waur  as  time  wore  on, 

An'  months  an'  years  gaed  past, 
Fu'  aften  days  went  o'er  oor  heids 

We  hadna  broke  oor  fast. 

Oor  a'  was  gane,  oor  bits  o'  sticks 

WTas  selt  to  pay  the  rent, 
Oor  Sunday  duds  went  bit  by  bit, 

An'  a'  oor  savin's  spent. 
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We  couldna  beg,  we  wadna  steal, 
Altho'  we  surTer'd  sair, 

Nor  wad  we  let  oor  neebours  ken 
The  hardships  we'd  to  bear. 

The  very  blankets  aff  the  bed 

Were  carrit  to  the  pawn ; 
Alas  !  for  want  o'  sic  a  hap, 

Some  bitter  seed  was  sawn. 
Disease  set  in  an'  took  awa' 

Twa  weanies  oot  o'  seven, 
But  God  had  added  to  his  flock 

Twa  weanies  mair  in  heaven. 


NAE  WON'ER  I  YAMMER. 

Nae  won'er  I  yammer  frae  mornin'  till  nicht, 

An'  aften  shed  gey  bitter  tears, 
To  see  the  bawbees  gaun  sae  quick  oot  o'  sicht, 

That  I've  scrapit  thegither  for  years. 

To  gather  the  nest  I  had  many  a  fecht 

That  ye  never  kent  naethin'  aboot ; 
Ilka  thing  on  my  shoulders  aye  got  the  full  weicht, 

There  isna  the  vestige  o'  doot. 
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FREEDOM  OF  OPINION. 

Keep  yer  tongue,  man,  Pate,  don't  on  ithers  look  doon 

That  canna  wi'  yer  views  agree, 
But  raither  respect  ilka  chiel  roon'  an'  roon', 

Whate'er  his  opinions  may  be. 

Nae  doot  ye're  in  favour  o'  auld  Wullie's  bill, 

On  that  I  could  maist  tak'  my  aith, 
But  dinna  gar  ither  folk  swallow  a  pill 

That  micht  physic  the  craters  to  death. 

Let  ither  folks  think,  Pate,  as  weel  as  yersel', 

Losh,  dinna  condemn  them  for  that, 
Ilka  chiel  has  a  richt  to  study  fa'  weel 

The  wants  o'  unfortunate  Pat. 

There's  thoosands  the  noo,  Pate,  has  had  to  dissent 

Frae  him  wha  was  chief  o'  this  clan, 
To  grant  Paddy  Hame  Rule  they  couldna  consent 

To  fa'  in  wi'  sic  a  like  plan. 

Men  wi'  sic  courage  deserve  oor  guidwill, 

There  isna  the  ghost  o'  a  doot, 
Gin  they  couldna  consistently  favour  the  bill, 

'Twas  better  the  ranks  to  fa'  oot. 
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OOR  JESSIE. 

Dear  me,  Dan,  is  yon  wee  Jessie 

Wadin'  thro'  yon  slushy  glaur  ? 
She's  new  oot  as  clean's  a  daisy, 

Noo  she's  just  as  black's  the  taur. 
Mercy  me !  oh,  whit  a  bairn  ; 

Heth,  I  think  she'll  keep  me  gaun ; 
Her  new  peenie — look,  it's  torn, 

An'  a'  draigled  wi'  the  straun. 

Noo  the  peever,  she  is  at  it, 

Skippin',  hoppin'  a'  her  lane  : 
Lo'd,  if  I  come  doon  you'll  quat  it ; 

Wait  a  wee  till  ye  come  hame. 
But  what  guid's  in  silly  clatter, 

Bairnies  we  were  ance  oorseP, 
An'  I'm  shair  no'  ae  whit  better, 

Gin  the  truth  I  noo  maun  tell. 

My  wee  doo's  noo  turnin'  weary, 

See,  she's  hiein'  on  for  hame, 
An'  she  couldna  look  mair  cheerie 

Tho'  the  toon  wis  a;  her  ain. 
Lang  may  she  be  sae,  my  lambie, 

An'  her  wee  heart  fu'  o'  glee, 
An'  tho'  whiles  she'll  fash  her  mammy, 

My  wee  Jessie's  dear  to  me. 


a  mother's  dying  request.  163 


A  MOTHER'S  DYING  REQUEST. 

I'm  sinkin',  Tarn,  I'm  sinkin'  fast, 
I'll  sune  be  free  o'  a'  my  pains, 

I've  ae  request,  'twill  be  my  last, 
Deal  kindly  wi'  the  bits  o'  weans. 

An'  watch  as  ilka  nicht  comes  roon\ 
When  free  frae  a'  yer  earthly  cares, 

Before  the  bairnies  cuddle  doon 

Be  carefu'  that  they  say  their  prayers. 

Wee  Tammy  isna  very  strong, 
The  baimie's  shilpit  face  wad  tell, 

Ye'll  no'  wi'  him  be  troubled  lang, 
For,  ah !  he'll  sune  be  wi'  mysel'. 

Rab  an'  Wull  are  sturdy  plants, 

But  keep  them  on  the  narrow  road  ; 

While  tendin'  to  their  earthly  wants, 
Forget  na,  Tam,  the  Word  o'  God. 

Forbear  wi'  Jock  an'  let  him  see 

The  error  o'  his  evil  ways ; 
Tho'  steerin',  Tam,  he's  dear  to  me 

As  morning  sun's  mild  beaming  rays. 
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A  MOTHER'S  LOSS. 

Lines  Written  in  Memory  of  Jane  King,  Daughter 
of  the  Author,  who  Died  13TH  May,   1877. 

Lonely  sat  a  mother  brooding 

Over  one  that  passed  away 
O'er  life's  deep  and  troubled  water 

To  that  glorious  land  to  stay. 
'Twas  painful  to  that  loving  mother 

To  hear  her  little  daughter  say, 
"  Mother,  I  am  going  to  leave  you, 

Kiss  me  ere  I  go  away." 

"  Yes,"  the  loving  mother  answered, 

Smoothing  back  her  locks  of  gold, 
She  gently  knelt  to  kiss  her  daughter, 

But,  alas  !  her  lips  were  cold. 
The  icy  hand  of  death  had  wrenched  her 

From  that  gentle  mother's  breast, 
And  borne  her  to  that  noble  mansion, 

There  to  find  eternal  rest. 

"  Speak  one  word,  my  little  darling," 

The  sorrowing  mother  kindly  said ; 
She  could  not  yet  believe  her  lying 

In  the  chamber  of  the  dead. 
Many  weary  hours  of  anguish 

That  fond  mother  spent  in  tears, 
And  still  she  thought  'twas  hard  to  part 

With  one  she  loved  for  twelve  long  years. 
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The  soldier  stripped  of  all  his  laurels, 

The  miser  of  his  hordes  of  gold, 
Was  nothing  to  that  mother's  sorrow 

When  she  felt  that  brow  so  cold. 
But  in  the  silent  hour  of  midnight, 

Sad  with  thoughts  of  what  had  gone, 
That  mother  said,  with  faith  unshaken, 

"  Blessed  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done." 


THE  LITTLE  WAIF. 

I  thocht  I  heard  the  door,  guidwife, 
Yes,  Maggie,  lass,  I'm  richt ; 

They're  hett  at  hame  that  come  this  gate 
On  sic  an  awfu'  nicht. 

Oh  !  Tam,  it's  some  bit  wan'er't  wean, 

But  wha  I  dinna  ken. 
Hoots,  woman,  dinna  stan'  an'  preach, 

Losh,  bring  the  callan  ben. 

Ye're  surely  far  frae  hame,  wee  man  ? 

I  ha'e  nae  hame  ava ; 
For,  oh  !  sir,  sin'  my  mither  dee't, 

I  fin'  I've  lost  my  a'. 

Hoo  lang  is  your  fond  mither  deid  ? 

She's  twa  years  deid  the  day, 
For  I  was  barely  eicht  year  auld, 

An'  I'll  be  ten  gin  May, 
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THE  HEAT  OF  PASSION. 

When  anger's  at  its  boiling  heat, 
And  passion  holds  the  sway, 

Alas,  alas,  how  swift  and  fleet 
The  senses  fly  away. 


'Twas  only  just  the  other  day 

A  friend  and  I  fell  out, 
And  yet  how  simple,  let  me  say, 

The  quarrel  came  about. 

A  personal  remark  was  made 
I  thought  was  out  of  place, 

I  felt  my  blood,  through  what  was  said, 
Fast  rushing  to  my  face. 

I  called  him  names  no  knave  or  sage 

Could  prudently  disclose, 
My  friend,  alas,  now  mad  with  rage, 

Kept  adding  to  the  dose. 

On  both  sides  compliments  were  paid 
Which  stung  us  to  the  core, 

And  one  another's  faults  were  laid 
At  one  another's  doors. 
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THE  LATE  JAMES  HOPPER. 
(In  Memoriam.) 

Our  gentle-hearted  friend  is  gone, 

From  care  and  toil  for  ever  free, 
No  more  we'll  hear  the  cheerful  voice, 

That  often  rang  with  mirth  and  glee. 
For  those  who  were  bereaved  and  sad, 

James  Hopper  had  a  word  of  cheer ; 
His  kindly  nature  gained  him  friends, 

And  all  who  knew  him  loved  him  dear. 

Those  he  was  wont  to  mingle  with 

Shall  hold  his  memory  in  esteem, 
He  clung  to  truth  and  honesty, 

Nor  could  we  trace  an  action  mean. 
He  still  was  ready  to  befriend 

A  person  who  would  seek  his  aid ; 
When  called  to  speak  he  spoke  his  mind, 

And  value  on  his  words  was  laid. 

In  Forestry  his  name  will  live, 

His  counsel  ever  led  to  gain  : 
For  in  that  good  and  noble  work 

James  Hopper  toiled  with  hand  and  brain. 
As  Foresters  we  mourn  his  loss, 

His  noble  worth  we'll  ever  prize, 
And  with  his  dear  ones  left  behind, 

In  their  bereavement  sympathise. 
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'Tis  sad  to  think  he  sleeps  in  death 

Beneath  the  soil,  a  lifeless  clod ; 
But  we  must  bow  to  fate's  decree, 

Nor  murmur  at  the  will  of  God. 
And  as  a  token  of  respect 

For  him  we  held  on  earth  so  dear, 
We  to  his  memory  lift  the  veil 

From  off  the  stone  we  humbly  rear. 


ANNIE  LINDSAY,  PORT-GLASGOW. 

(In  Memoriam.) 

I'm  wearied,  oh  !  I'm  wearied,  ma ! 

An'  hoo  I  canna  tell ; 
I'm  langin'  till  my  Saviour  comes 

To  tak'  me  to  Himsel'. 
Oh  !  will  He  come  the  nicht,  dear  ma  ? 

I  ken  He's  leal  an'  true  : 
The  pain  is  gey  an'  hard  to  thole — 

Oh  !  gin  He'd  come  the  noo. 

Ye  feel  to  see  me  suffer,  ma, 

But  it  will  sune  be  o'er ; 
I'll  sune  inhale  the  balmy  breeze 

That  wafts  to  yonder  shore. 
I'll  sune  be  on  my  journey,  ma, 

An'  yon  braw  yett  gae  through  • 
I  dinna  think  it  can  be  lang 

Till  He  comes  for  me  noo. 
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I'm  very  laith  to  le'e  ye,  ma — 

Oh  !  dry  yer  tearful  e'e ; 
Ye'd  like  gin  I  could  bide  wi'  ye— 

But,  oh  !  that  carina  be. 
We'll  soon  a'  meet  thegither,  ma  ! 

Ayont  the  azure  blue. 
Oh  !  come  awa',  dear  Saviour,  come  ! 

An'  tak'  me  wi'  ye  noo. 


My  side  is  sair ;  oh,  shift  me,  ma  ! 
-  That's  nice  noo,  that'll  dae ; 
My  feet  an'  han's  are  jaggin'  sair, 

An'  cauld  an'  claggy  tae. 
Lift  up  the  blankets  aff  me,  ma, 

An'  dicht  yer  lassie's  broo ; 
I  fin'  I  ha'ena  lang  to  wait 

Till  He  comes  for  me  noo. 


The  gowden  yett  is  open,  ma  — 

Oh  !  see  yon  happy  ban' ! 
I  see  oor  Janet  'mang  the  lave, 

Wi'  "  Oly  "  by  the  han'. 
I'm  gaun  awa'  to  le'e  ye,  ma, 

He's  comin'  for  His  doo  j 
Farewell  till  we  a'  meet  again — 

Oh,  here  He's  coming  noo  ! 
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DANIEL  KING,  POET. 

(In  Memoriam.) 

Ah  !  twilight  hath  faded,  fell  darkness  now  rests 
O'er  the  home  of  those  loved  ones  who  lay  on  his  breast ; 
Cold  shadows  of  evening  did  over  him  roll, 
Soft  dreams  of  the  "  Twilight "  awoke  in  his  soul. 

^.ngels  kept  watch  till  the  dawn  of  the  day, 
To  bear  in  their  arms  their  loved  one  away ; 
Ere  glory  of  noontide  had  burnished  the  sky, 
His  soul  from  the  cares  of  this  world  did  fly. 

No  more  will  he  fondle  the  babe  to  his  breast, 
No  more  on  his  shoulders  the  others  may  rest, 
The  wife  of  his  bosom  awaiteth  in  vain — 
Not  in  earth  but  in  heaven  will  they  meet  again. 

No  more  by  the  river,  lake,  or  deep  fountain, 
No  more  over  Corlic,  high  hill,  or  mountain, 
In  deep  musing  mood  will  he  wander  alone  ; 
Ah  !  our  musing  together  for  ever  is  gone. 

The  glory  of  sunset  illuming  the  sky, 

So  often  described  with  his  poetic  eye, 

As  over  Ben  Lomond  it  seemed  sinking  to  rest 

In  a  halo  of  glory  bespangling  the  west. 

How  often  through  fields  he  went  wandering  away, 
O'er  God's  book  of  Nature  to  con  or  to  pray, 
Over  daisies  and  lilies  that  toil  not  nor  spin — 
Conversing  with  Nature  will  keep  us  from  sin. 
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Farewell,  friend  and  brother,  no  soul  could  impart 
More  feeling  of  sadness  than  touches  my  heart : 
Your  poetic  feeling  my  heart  did  entwine — 
I  truly  love  all  with  this  spark  that's  divine. 

David  Lyons. 


DANIEL     KING. 

(In  Memoriam.) 

'Tis  said  the  faithful,  when  life's  struggle's  past, 
Shall  roam  in  realms  where  roses  ever  bloom ; 

So,  Dan,  you've  solved  the  mystery  at  last — 
The  mystery  that  lies  beyond  the  tomb. 

Your  soul,  I  trust,  has  reached  the  brighter  shore, 
Where  summer  all  the  year  supremely  reigns, 

Your  hand  shall  sweep  the  tuneful  chords  no  more — 
No  more  we'll  hear  your  blithe,  domestic  strains. 

To-night  the  wind  with  melancholy  moan 

May  sing  a  death  dirge  o'er  your  lonely  grave; 

But  Nature's  lovely  gems  shall  come  anon, 

And  bright  green  branches  o'er  your  bosom  wave. 

Sweet  flowers,  with  drooping  heads  and  glist'ning  eyes, 
Shall  mourn  the  bard  who  sang  their  praise  in  spring 

And  gratitude  alone  must  sure  entice 

The  birds  you  loved  around  your  grave  to  sing. 

We've  climbed  the  hills  together,  you  and  I : 
I  prized  you  as  a  true  and  faithful  friend ; 

But  all  our  pleasant  summer  walks  are  by — 
No  more  our  thoughts  in  harmony  shall  blend. 
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You  little  dreamt  that  "  Twilight"  was  the  last— 
The  last  sweet  song  you'd  ever  warble  here, 

But  cruel  Death  the  fatal  die  has  cast, 

And  checked  our  tuneful  singer's  bright  career. 

God  bless  your  bonnie  bairns  and  faithful  wife  ! 

Though  dim  to-night  their  Star  of  Hope  appears  ; 
God  shield  them  'midst  the  storms  and  trials  of  life, 

And  guide  them  safely  through  the  coming  years. 

John  Macaulay. 


The  Following  Lines   are   Respectfully  Dedicated 
to  the  Memory  of  the 

LATE  JAMES  MORISON,  OF  TOLLCROSS, 
GLASGOW. 

(In    M  e  m  o  r  1  a  m  . ) 

J  ust  gane  noo  an'  left  me's  my  ain  dearest  Jeemie, 

A  n'  oh,  hoo  I  miss  him  there's  nae  tongue  can  tell ! 

M  y  he'rt's  like  to  break,  an'  there's  naething  can  cheer  me; 

E  'en  life  unto  me  noo's  a  burden  itseP, 

S  ad,  sad,  are  my  thochts  when  the  gloamin'  is  nearin'. 

M  y  fireside's  sae  eerie,  an'  cheerless  my  hame, 

0  h !  naething  to  me  noo  in  life  seems  endearin', 
R  emoved  is  ilka  pleasure  sin'  Jeemie  has  gane ; 

1  canna  forget  him — oh  no,  I  can  never, 
S  o  kind  an'  so  lovin'  he  aye  was  to  me  : 

O  h !  when  shall  we  meet  again,  'cross  the  dark  river — 
N  ae  mair  to  be  pairted,  my  Jeemie  an'  me? 
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THE  BURNIN'  O'  THE  GAS. 

Dear  me,  Dan,  what  dae  ye  mean? 

My  certie,  ye're  no'  blate, 
Ye'll  sit  up  to  a'  'oors  at  e'en, 

An'  things  in  sic  a  state. 

Gin  ye  shouldna  see  a  stime, 
You  guid-for-naethin'  ass, 

Ye'll  no'  sit  up  to  sic  a  time 
An'  burn  sae  muckle  gas. 

The  last  account  was  gey  an'  saut, 

An'  you  I  ha'e  to  blame, 
Noo  say  nae  mair,  ye  are  at  faut, 

Oh,  dae  ye  no'  think  shame  ? 

What  dae  ye  mean,  ye  witless  fule, 
I  think  ye're  clean  gaun  gyte; 

Ye  cry,  oh,  let  yer  temper  cule, 
An'  dinna  rage  an'  flyte. 

Ye've  aften  ta'en  an'  active  pairt 
But  faith,  ye've  lost  it  a'; 

Ye  dinna  care  a  bawbee  tairt 
What's  wasted  noo  ava. 
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SIN'  JOE  WAS  TA'EN  AW  A'. 

The  following  Lines  are  Respectfully  Dedicated  to 
the  Memory  of  Joseph  Clunnie,  who  was  Killed 
at  Barrhead  Station  in  1885. 

Lonely  in  the  mirky  gloom 

Sat  an  honest,  aged  pair, 
Brooding  o'er  a  sudden  blow 

That  had  made  their  hearts  fu'  sair. 
At  yon  station  dark  and  drear, 

Lay  their  bleeding,  dying  son, 
Wi'  his  legs  baith  smashed  an'  torn, 

There  his  life-stream  freely  run. 

Oh,  what  grief  that  couple  bore 

When  they  saw  his  lifeless  form, 
He  who  was  their  pride  an'  joy, 

Frae  their  loving  bosoms  torn. 
Cheerless  is  their  ingle  nook, 

Cheerless  is  their  hearts  an'  a' ; 
They  fin'  the  hoosie  eerie  noo 

Sin'  Joe  was  ta'en  awa'. 

They  little  thocht  that  autumn  morn 

He  left  them  fu'  o'  glee 
That  ere  another  day  wad  close 

That  dim  wad  be  his  e'e. 
But  death,  wha  visits  ane  an'  a', 

In  manhood  cut  him  doon, 
An'  mangled  was  that  lifeless  form 

That  ance  was  hale  an'  soun'. 
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The  lane  auld  couple's  sad  at  heart, 

Their  cheeks  are  wat  wi'  tears, 
They've  lost  a  son  wha  was  their  stay 

In  their  declining  years. 
An'  when  they  think  hoo  fond  he  was 

To  see  them  bien  and  braw, 
They  fin'  the  hoosie  eerie  noo 

Sin'  Joe  was  ta'en  awa'. 

Fu'  aft  they  think  they  see  his  face, 

Sae  pleasant,  fresh,  and  fair, 
They  long,  I  ween,  to  hear  his  welcome 

Fit-fa'  on  the  stair. 
But  ah,  their  longing  is  in  vain, 

For  Joe  has  gaen  awa' 
Whaur  there's  neither  pain  or  sorrow, 

To  yon  gowden  Ha'. 

They  fin'  their  trial  sairer  far 

Than  tongue  o'  mine  can  tell ; 
But  wha  God  lo'es  He  chastens  sair, 

To  draw  them  near  Himsel'. 
An'  as  they  sit  an'  think  o'  things 

They  never  can  reca', 
They  fin'  the  hoosie  eerie  noo 

Sin'  Joe  was  ta'en  awa'. 


HINTS  ON  HEALTH. 

We're  a'  braw  an'  healthy  in  oor  house  at  hame, 
An'  carefu'  o'  ocht  that  wad  injure  the  wame ; 
For  twa  meals  we've  parritch,  oor  ither  ane's  kail, 
We're  a'  wi'  sic  livin'  as  richt  as  the  mail. 
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WILLIAM  NEILL,  THE  GARDENER  POET. 

(In  Memoriam.) 

The  grave  has  closed  ower  Wullie  Neill ; 

Leal  sons  ha'e  lost  a  lovin'  sire, 
A  warmer-hearted,  nobler  chiel 

Ne'er  roved  the  braes  o'  Renfrewshire. 

Whaur  is,  O  Death  !  that  painfu'  dairr, 
That  rich  an'  puir  beneath  maun  fa'  ? 

Whaur  is  the  prong  that  rends  the  hairt, 
An'  throws  a  gloom  ower  cot  an'  ha'  ? 

They  mourn  him  gaun  wha  kent  him  best, 
But  ah  !  in  yonder  cheerless  biel 

There  beats  a  hairt,  wi'  grief  opprest, 
That  doated  on  her  Wullie  Neill. 

An'  Wullie  lo'ed  his  bosom  freen ; 

His  Lizzie  was  his  constant  care ; 
Tho'  she  had  been  proud  England's  queen, 

Nae  husband  could  ha'e  lo'ed  her  mair. 

But  Wullie  lo'ed  as  few  could  dae, 
His  hairt  gaed  oot  for  big  an'  wee ; 

It  isna,  freens,  a  lee  to  say 

He  ne'er  was  kent  to  hairm  a  flee. 

He  lo'ed  to  work  'mang  fruit  an'  floo'ers, 
Frae  early  morn  till  e'enin'  close, 

An'  aften  spent  fu'  pleasant  'oors 
In  tendin'  them  for  local  shows. 
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He  took  when  ilka  show  cam'  roon' 

The  best  o'  judges  by  surprise, 
The  cracks  had  aye  to  knuckle  doon, 

An'  grant  him  almost  ilka  prize. 

He  lo'ed  auld  Scotia's  ballad  lore, 
Nane  better  kent  when  sic  was  sung ; 

Our  bardie,  Scottish  to  the  core, 
Aye  prided  in  his  mither  tongue. 

His  hairt  was  in  his  native  braes, 

In  rustic  wood  an'  leafy  bower, 
An'  sweetly  in  his  namely  lays 

He's  sung  their  praises  ower  an'  ower. 

His  warmest  freens  may  mourn  him  gane, 
An'  grieve  to  think  that  they  should  pairt, 

But  nane,  alack,  can  feel  the  pain 
That  rends  yon  lanely  widow's  hairt. 

God  bless  the  hame  that  has  to  mourn 

The  loss  o'  ane  sae  leal  an'  true ; 
But  wait  awee,  'twill  be  yer  turn, 

Ye'll  meet  him  yont  the  azure  blue. 


PRESENTATION. 

The  Following  Lines  were  Repeated  by  Mr.  King 
after  receiving  the  presentation  of  a  gold 
Lever  Watch  from  his  Fellow-workers. 

No  matter,  dear  friends,  where  my  lot  may  be  cast, 
Although  it  should  be  in  some  far  distant  clime, 

To  make  me  remember  the  sweet,  happy  past, 
I'll  cast  a  fond  look  on  this  dial  of  time. 

M 
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WAITIN'  FOR  THE  CA\ 

The  Following  Lines  are  Written  on  the  Late 
Walter  Mitchell. 

Hoo  dae  ye  think,  Watty,  ye're  haudin'  the  day  ? 

Puir  cratur,  ye're  gey  an'  sair  spent, 
Thro'  sic  a  lang  illness,  I'm  happy  to  say, 

Ye're  cheerie  an'  ever  content. 
Cheerie,  man,  Dawnie,  I  canna  compleen, 

For  Jesus  is  wi'  me  thro't  a', 
On  His  lovin'  bosom  fu'  cosy  I'll  lean 

An'  wait  till  He  gies  me  the  ca\ 


A  FATHER'S  MEMORIES. 

A  father  sat  musing  in  silent  devotion, 

Lamenting  the  death  of  some  dear  to  his  heart ; 
His  careworn  visage  showed  signs  of  emotion, 

To  think  that  he  had  with  his  loved  ones  to  part. 
At  his  snug  ingle  cheek  he  was  happy  and  cheerie, 

With  his  dear  little  lambs  seated  close  to  his  knee, 
He  would  list  with  delight  to  their  dear  little  stories, 

And  join  them  with  pride  in  their  innocent  glee. 
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DANIEL    KING. 
(In  Memoriam.) 

D  eparted  friend,  beloved  by  all,  thy  lyre's  now  hush'd  an' 

still, 
A  nd  mute  and  silent  is  the  harp  thou  oft  hast  touch'd  with 

skill  • 
N  one  sweeter  sang  in  cheerie  mood,  or  love's  enchanting 

theme, 
I  n  fancy,  too,  thy  muse  would  soar  o'er  mountain,  lake, 

an'  stream. 
Enraptured,  oh!  how  oft  you've  sat  upon  Auchmountain 

braes, 
Light-hearted,  list'ning  to  the  birds  that  oft  inspired  thy 

lays. 

K  ind  husband,  father,  all  in  one,  who  loved  his  wife  and 

hame, 
I  n  years  to  come  thy  fame  shall  live,  sweet  singer,  tho' 

thou'rt  gane. 
N  ow,  honour'd  bard,  since  thou  art  gone  where  all  must 

go  in  time, 
G  od  give  thy  wife  an'  dear  ones  strength  to  bear  an'  not 

repine, 

John  W,  Lyall, 
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TWILIGHT. 

The  following   Poem  appeared  on  the   Morning  of 
the  Author's  Death  in  the  Glasgow  Weekly  Mail. 

The  soft  dreamy  twilight  descends  like  a  dove, 
And  draws  round  blithe  Nature  her  mantle  of  love ; 
Ben  Lomond  has  donned  his  great  fur-cap  of  grey, 
And  evening  is  veiling  the  glory  of  day. 

Though  dim  be  the  twilight,  sublime  and  serene, 
The  soft  shades  of  evening  preside  o'er  the  scene, 
And  lend  an  enchantment  so  peaceful  an'  coy, 
That  sends  through  our  beings  glad  feelings  of  joy. 

There's  nothing  more  welcome  than  Sol's  fading  rays 
To  yon  honest  peasant  as  homeward  he  strays, 
The  wife  of  his  bosom's  awaiting  her  king, 
And  children  around  him  adoringly  cling. 

They  smother  with  kisses  his  fond,  loving  face, 
His  babe  in  delight  finds  his  dear  honour'd  place ; 
One  perch'd  on  his  shoulders,  two  sit  on  his  knees, 
They  cling  to  that  parent  as  lively  as  bees. 

Soft  dreams  in  the  twilight  awake  in  my  soul 
A  calm,  like  the  quiet  evening  shadows  that  roll, 
With  glory  the  noonday  may  burnish  the  sea, 
But  dearer  by  far  is  the  twilight  to  me. 
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JAMIE  DEMPSTER. 

'•  Aye,  woman,  Jamie's  awa' ;  an'  maybe  ye'll  no'  believe  it, 
but  that  mornin'  he  was  killed,  I  felt  an  unca  funny  sensa- 
tion aboot  my  hairt,  an'  I  could  gie  nae  account  for't.  It 
was  my  day  o'  the  washin'-hoose,  an'  Jamie,  before  he  gaed 
to  his  wark,  hung  oot  the  claes  line  in  the  green.  My  puir 
chiel,  he  was  very  thochtfu'  that  way.  I  rose  that  mornin' 
shortly  after  he  gaed  oot — for  me  havin'  sic  a  big  washin' 
an'  a  wheen  o'  wee  weans,  the  mornin'  to  me  was  the  best 
pairt  o'  the  day.  In  I  plunged  amang  the  suds,  but  try  as 
I  wad,  I  couldna  wash  a  steek.  I  felt  a  kin'  o'  dread  o' 
something,  an'  what  that  something  was,  I  couldna  tell.  I 
tried  to  shake  it  afif  wi'  ca'in'  through  twa-three  o'  the  weanies' 
peenies,  but  I  had  to  gie't  up.  I  left  the  washin'-hoose  an' 
gaed  up  the  stair.  The  bairnies,  puir  things,  were  just  as  I 
had  left  them,  sleepin'  as  soun'  as  taps.  I  bustled  aboot 
the  kitchen  a  wee  while,  thinkin'  it  micht  wear  arT,  but  na, 
a  sort  o'  nervish  fear  fairly  maister'd  me.  I  wauken'd  up 
oor  auldest  lassock,  an'  said  to  Lizzie,  'I  hope  there's  nae- 
thin'  the  maitter  wi'  your  faither  this  mornin'.'  Puir  thing, 
what  could  she  say,  but  tell  me  to  dismiss  sic  a  silly  notion, 
sayin'  at  the  same  time  that  there  was  nae  fear  o'  her  faither, 
he  was  richt  eneuch.  She  saw  I  was  put  aboot,  an'  wad 
ha'e  said  onythin'  to  console  me.  I  got  the  parritch  pat  oot 
the  bunker  an'  set  it  on  the  fire,  when  a  rap  cam'  to  the 
door.  My  hairt  jump'd  to  my  mou',  an'  I  shook  like  an 
aspen  leaf.  Wha  can  this  be,  I  said  to  mysel',  at  this  time 
o'  mornin'  ?  I  had  hardly  po'er  to  gang  to  the  door ;  an'  I 
think  if  I  had  been  stuck  wi'  a  knife  I  wadna  ha'e  bled. 
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However,  I  opened  the  door,  and  wha  dae  ye  think  it  was  ? 
— nane  ither  than  Jamie's  brither  Willie.  He  sat  doon  for  a 
guid  wee  before  he  spak'.  Alack,  alack,  I  kent  noo  there  was 
a  something  wrang,  an',  puir  chiel,  he  hadna  courage  to  tell 
me,  but  sat  wi'  his  heid  amang  his  feet,  an'  the  big  tears 
drappin'  on  the  flair.     '  Oh,  Willie,'  I  said,  'will  ye  no'  tell  me 

what's  wrang? '     But  a'  he  could  say  was  'Jamie's  »' 

I  saw  it  a'  noo.  My  Jamie  was  nae  mair.  Oh,  but  that 
was  a  sair,  sair  blow  to  me.  I  gaed  ower  to  the  bed  whaur 
oor  bits  o'  lammie's  were  lyin'.  Oh,  hoo  innocent  they 
looked  !  I  bent  ower  them,  bathed  their  rosy  cheeks  wi' 
tears,  and  said,  '  God  help  my  puir  wee  orphans.'  Aye, 
Mrs.  M'Kendrick,  Jamie's  untimely  death  was  an  unca  sair 
stroke  to  me,  an'  to  the  weans  as  weel,  for  they  miss  him. 
It  cuts  me  to  the  very  core  to  hear  some  o'  the  younger 
anes  ask,  'Is  daddy  no'  hame  yet?'  Aye,  their  daddy's 
gane  to  a  better  hame."  "  Weel,  Mrs.  Dempster,  I'm  vexed 
for  ye,  for  ye  ha'e  lost  a  guid  man."  "Aye,  that  I  ha'e. 
There  never  was  a  better  man  to  a  wife  stood  in  braid 
Scotland  than  Jamie  Dempster.  He  would  ha'e  wrocht 
aboot  they  weans  better  than  many  a  woman  could  ha'e 
done.  Gin  he  saw  me  in  a  haubel,  he  wasna  frichted  to  pit 
to  his  han' ;  or  gin  I  happened  to  be  confined  wi'  ony  o' 
the  wee  things,  Jamie  would  ha'e  oor  bit  hoosie  shinin'. 
The  chiel  wad  ha'e  done  ocht  whaur  he  saw  it  necessary. 
But  he's  whaur  the  Lord  has  him  to-day,  an'  it's  me  that 
will  miss  him.  But  I  can  say,  as  David  of  old  said  :  '  He 
canna  come  to  me,  but  through  God's  grace,  I  can  go  to 
him.'" 
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The  Absent  Husband. 

When  ev'nin'  dons  her  cloak  o'  grey, 

An'  Sol  has  slumbered  in  the  west, 
When  bairnies,  wearied  oot  wi'  play, 

A'  cuddle  in  their  cosy  nest. 
Alak !  it's  then  I  sit  me  doon 

An'  sigh  as  ilka  breath  I  draw — 
I've  lost  life's  dearest  earthly  boon 

Sin'  Jamie  has  been  ta'en  awa'. 

The  nichts  are  ever  lang  an'  lane, 

An'  sorrow  darkens  ilka  day — 
Oh,  hoo  my  bosom  throbs  wi'  pain 

As  weary  workmen  homeward  stray. 
They  come  and  gang,  but  never  he, 

WTha  was  endeared  to  ane  an'  a' — 
There's  nocht  but  sorrow  left  wi'  me 

Sin'  Jamie  has  been  ta'en  awa'. 

I  miss  him,  oh,  I  miss  him  sair, 

When  a'  the  weans  sit  roon'  the  fire, 
For  ilka  foot  gangs  up  the  stair 

They  fancy  'tis  their  absent  sire, 
But  na,  he's  happy  'mang  the  blest, 

An'  langin'  till  we  hither  draw, 
An'  when  we've  gained  that  peacefu'  rest 

We'll  join  the  sire  tho'  far  awa'. 
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GRAPHIC  DESCRIPTION  OF  MY  EXPERIENCES 
IN  THE  WESTERN  INFIRMARY,  GLASGOW. 

Having  been  afflicted  for  some  time  with  a  complaint 
quite  common  among  gentlemen,  brought  on  principally  by 

constipation,  1  was  advised  by  Dr.  T ,  of  Port-Glasgow, 

one  of  the  ablest  surgeons  in  the  West  of  Scotland,  to  go 
to  the  Western  Infirmary,  Glasgow,  and  have  my  complaint 
operated  upon.  As  I  dreaded  the  very  idea  of  going  to 
the  Infirmary,  I  asked  the  doctor  if  he  would  not  perform 
such  an  operation  in  my  own  little  humble  home.  In  my 
case  he  said  it  would  be  much  better  for  me  to  go  to  the 
hospital  as  they  had  every  appliance  necessary  for  such  a 
case.  "  Take  this,"  he  said,  handing  me  a  note  sealed  up, 
"  hand  it  to  Dr.  Cameron,  he  is  one  of  the  cleverest 
surgical  operators  we've  got.  I  am  certain  you  will  find  him 
a  gentleman."      Thanking  him  for  the  note,   I   took  my 

departure  home.     Our  pastor,  the  Rev.  A.  B ,  having 

heard  that  I  was  going  to  the  Infirmary  the  following 
morning,  kindly  volunteered  to  accompany  me.  The 
morning  came  and  we  both  took  our  departure  for  Glasgow, 
arriving  at  the  Western  Infirmary  about  9  a.m.  Having 
told  our  business  to  a  fine  little  gentleman,  apparently 
senior  clerk,  he  told  us  Dr.  Cameron  had  not  yet  arrived, 
and,  looking  at  my  rev.  friend,  he  suggested  that  we  might 
both  go  upstairs,  and  that  my  rev.  friend  might  have  a 
quiet  conversation  with  the  patients  of  the  ward  I  would 
likely  be  admitted  to,  and  wait  the  arrival  of  the  doctor ; 
the  minister  did  so,  leaving  me  seated  on  a  form,  facing 
the  ward,  where  I  could  see  the  unfortunate  sufferers  lying, 
where,  I  thought,  before  long,   I  would  add  one  more  to 
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their  number.  Many  were  my  thoughts  when  I  was  left  to 
my  own  meditation ;  what  sort  of  a  gentleman  the  doctor 
would  be,  what  he  would  say  to  me,  and  what  he  would 
do  to  me — and  many  other  sad  reflections  kept  cropping 
up  in  my  mind.  Alas  !  I  felt  anything  but  cheerful.  In 
the  midst  of  such  sad  reflections  I  heard  a  great  noise  of 
feet  coming  downstairs  from  a  flat  above.  This  was  the 
doctor  and  his  students  coming  down,  as  I  afterwards 
learned,  from  the  lecture  room.  I  rose  as  he  advanced 
towards  me  and  handed  him  the  note.     Before  opening  it  he 

said,  "  From  Dr.  T< I  presume."     I  said,  "The  same, 

sir."  He  knew  him  well,  and  I  afterwards  learned  that 
they  had  been  old  school-fellows.  After  reading  the  note 
he  had  me  examined,  and  told  me  I  would  require  to  stay 
for  a  week  or  so.  My  rev.  friend  and  I  had  a  few  minutes' 
conversation,  but  before  parting  with  me  he  told  me  to 
trust  Him  who  was  able  to  strengthen  and  uphold  in  time 
of  trouble.  I  was  shown  my  quarters,  ward  No.  20,  by  the 
Sister,  a  name  the  head  nurses  are  known  by.  I  found  her 
to  be  a  fine,  motherly  person,  and  one  any  of  the  patients 
would  have  done  anything  for.  The  ward,  I  think,  would 
be  about  ninety  feet  long  by  about  thirty  broad,  finely 
ventilated,  and  everything  done  to  add  to  the  health 
and  comfort  of  the  patients.  There  were  twenty  beds, 
ten  on  each  side  of  that  commodious  apartment,  which  was 
quite  a  model  of  cleanliness  and  comfort. 

Being  myself  of  a  cheerie  disposition  and  able  to  go 
about  the  ward — for  I  was  a  week  in  the  institution  before 
I  had  my  case  operated  upon  —  I  very  soon  became 
acquainted  with  the  whole  of  the  patients  of  the  ward,  old 
and  young,  for  their  ages  ranged  from  twelve  years  to  the 
three  score  and  ten.     I  was  ever  ready,  as  is  the  rule,  to 
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assist  those  who  were  not  able  to  assist  themselves.  Many 
were  the  lessons  I  learned  from  the  lips  of  some  of  those 
patient  sufferers  that  I  am  certain  will  never  be  effaced 
from  my  memory.  And  when  I  thought  of  the  sufferings  of 
some  of  those  noble  creatures  I  almost  forgot  my  own 
complaint  as  I  thought  of  theirs;  and  the  most  of  them 
bore  their  sufferings  with  wonderful  fortitude.  Often  have 
I  looked  on  the  pale  faces  of  some  of  those  weary  sufferers, 
and  said  to  myself,  "We  ought  to  be  very  humble."  Sad 
as  were  our  surroundings,  'twas  amusing  to  hear  some  of  the 
younger  patients'  remarks,  such  as,  "Ah,  ha  !  Geordie,  ye're 
gaun  up  to  the  theatre  the  morn's  mornin'" — the  name 
they  give  the  operation  room.  "  Hoo  dae  ye  ken?"  the 
other  will  say.  "  I  heard  the  hoose  doctor  tellin'  the  nurse 
awee  sin';  ye'll  see,"  he  goes  on  to  say,  "for  instead  o' 
gettin'  tea  the  nicht  ye'll  get  a  guid  physic  o'  castor  oil  an' 
nae  parritch  in  the  mornin'."  The  morning  comes  round 
and  the  Geordie  the  patient  has  been  addressing,  dressed 
in  a  steel  grey  woollen  gown,  preceded  by  the  Sister, 
walks  along  the  ward  floor  with  a  countenance  anything 
but  cheerful,  and  ascends  the  stairs  to  the  great 
theatre  there  is  so  much  talk  about.  As  soon  as  he 
is  gone  all  eyes  take  notice  of  the  ward  clock  to  learn 
how  long  their  brother  patient  may  be  under  the  stupi- 
fying  influence  of  that  great  volatile  drug,  chloroform. 
After  half  an  hour  or  thereabouts  goes  by  the  sickly 
patient  descends  the  hoist,  and  is  hurled  along  the  ward 
floor  and  laid  gently  in  bed.  Great  sympathy  is  shown 
him  by  all  the  patients,  who,  when  he  recovers  conscious- 
ness, ask  very  kindly  for  him.  If  he  complains  of  pain, 
they  in  return  will  say,  "  Cheer  up,  my  chappie,  ye'll  sune 
get  a'  richt,  ye're  under  the  care  o'  a  clever  chiel.     Doctor 
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Cameron  'ill  mak'  a  guid  job  o'  ye."  They  have  all  great 
faith  in  his  skill.  So  well  they  might,  for  his  operations 
are,  as  a  rule,  very  successful.  Not  only  that,  but  he  is 
kindly,  which  goes  a  long  way  with  a  patient.  He  is  also 
courteous  and  obliging,  and  the  gentle  smile  that  beams  on 
his  beautifully-moulded  features,  as  he  draws  near  the 
couch  of  any  of  his  patients,  tells  of  a  heart  full  of  love  and 
pity  for  a  suffering  brother.  I  really  cannot  speak  too 
highly  of  Dr.  Cameron ;  he  is  a  gentleman  in  every  sense  of 
the  word,  and  one  who  pays  strict  attention  to  all  those 
who  are  under  his  care.  And  I  earnestly  hope  he  will 
be  long  spared  to  the  noble  institution  he  is  so  useful  an 
instrument.  We  ought  to  be  proud  of  such  men  and  such 
institutions,  and  if  they  are  all  managed  in  the  same  way 
as  the  Western  Infirmary  is,  they  are  a  credit  to  the  second 
city  of  the  empire.  No  one  should  give  grudgingly  to 
institutions  that  are  doing  so  much  good  towards  poor 
suffering  humanity.  Patients  have  every  attention  paid 
them.  At  every  bed-head,  on  a  little  shelf,  is  placed  a  volume 
of  God's  sacred  laws  and  a  lot  of  other  healthy  literature. 
Lady  visitors  very  frequently  attend  to  the  spiritual  welfare 
of  the  patients,  and  in  season  often  they  bring  nice  little 
bouquets  of  flowers  which  the  patients  are  very  fond  of. 

I  would  say  to  those  of  you  who  have  a  little  time  at 
your  disposal,  and  would  like  to  do  some  good,  pay  a  visit 
as  often  as  you  can  to  our  hospitals,  for  a  kind  word  given 
at  a  sick  bed  is  a  great  boon  to  a  weary  sufferer.  How 
they  all  long  for  visiting  days,  which  fall  on  Tuesdays  and 
Fridays.  How  the  pale  faces  beam  with  delight  on  the 
arrival  of  a  friend  or  relation,  summoning  all  the  strength 
they  have  got  to  rouse  themselves  on  their  elbows  to  shake 
hands   with  them.      And   could  you  but  see  the  grateful 
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smile  on  those  faces  when  receiving  some  little  gift,  such 
as  sweets,  etc.,  I  am  sure  those  of  you  who  have  never  seen 
such  a  sight  would  be  highly  delighted.  But  all  don't 
receive  visitors.  Alas  !  no.  But  nevertheless  they  are  not 
always  forgotten,  for  the  fortunate  ever  share  with  their 
unfortunate  brethren. 

The  Night  before  the  Operation. 

Fu'  restless  on  my  couch  I  lay, 
Aye  thinkin'  o'  the  comin'  day, 
My  mind,  alak,  I  feel  to  say, 

Was  overcast  wi'  gloom. 

I  strove  to  overcome  the  fear 
That  made  me  feel  sae  dull  an'  drear, 
But  thro'  the  haze  I  saw  fu'  clear 
The  Operation  Room. 

I  toss'd  for  'oors  frae  side  to  side, 
Forgettin'  that  I  should  confide 
In  Him  wha  can  uphaud  an'  guide 
Frail  mortals  sic  as  I. 

At  last  I  socht  the  Lord  in  prayer, 
An'  threw  on  Him  my  load  o'  care  ; 
When  once  we  throw  oor  burden  there 

We  can  a'  fear  defy. 
My  trouble  noo,  I'm  glad  to  say, 
He  graciously  has  swept  away, 
And  I  will  bless  His  name  for  aye, 

For  what  He's  done  for  me. 

The  joy  I  feel  I  cannot  name, 
Sin'  I  received  my  health  again, 
An'  landed  safe  an'  soun'  at  name, 
The  dearest  spot  on  earth. 
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JAMIE  STRANG  AND  THE  LOVE-LETTER. 

Jamie  Strang  was  but  eight  years  married  when  he, 
through  perseverance  and  sobriety,  secured  an  appoint- 
ment as  foreman  in  a  large  shipbuilding  yard  on  the  lower 
reaches  of  the  Clyde.  Although  he  was  proud,  no  doubt, 
at  having  secured  the  job,  yet  he  was  loath  to  leave  his  wife 
and  his  four  bonnie  bairns.  He  thought,  however,  that 
such  an  opening  was  not  to  be  cast  aside,  consequently  he 
made  up  his  mind  to  start  in  his  new  situation  on  the 
following  Monday  morning. 

Cheered  by  the  hope  that  if  all  went  well  he  would  at 
least  see  his  wife  and  little  darlings  once  a  week,  after 
taking  what  little  breakfast  he  could,  he  went  over  to  the 
bedside  and  kissed  his  little  pets  before  taking  his  depar- 
ture, at  the  same  time  not  forgetting  to  administer  some  of 
the  same  medicine  to  his  darling  wifie,  Jean.  After  taking 
another  fond  look  at  his  rosy  little  nymphs  and  a  parting 
smack  from  Jean,  he  left  Glasgow  behind  him,  and  made 
for  that  town  called  Sugaropolis,  better  known  as  Greenock. 
Arriving  there,  of  course  his  first  duty  was  to  look  out 
for  a  decent  lodging-house,  which  he  had  but  little  difficulty 
in  securing,  on  account  of  the  important  situation  he  was 
about  to  fill.  As  this  was  his  first  time  to  leave  home,  as 
a  natural  consequence  he  was  somewhat  dull  for  the  first 
night  or  two  in  his  new  quarters.  But  fortune  favoured 
him  so  far  as  to  send  him  a  bed-mate  from  the  same  place  as 
himself  (Glasgow).  The  young  man  who  was  destined  to 
be  his  close  companion  was  indeed  very  kind  to  him  in 
every  way,  but  I  need  hardly  say  that  he  sadly  lacked  the 
charm  of  the  bosom  companion  which  he  had  just  left. 
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However,  as  time  wore  on  he  began  to  take  better  with  his 
new  abode.  Long-looked-for  Saturday  at  last  wore  round, 
and,  after  squaring  up  with  the  landlady,  both  Jamie  and 
his  mate  with  joyful  hearts  set  out  for  Glasgow — the  former 
to  see  his  wife  and  bonnie  bairns,  and  the  latter  to  see  one 
who,  although  not  yet  his  wife,  was  perhaps  nearly  as  dear 
to  him. 

Having  now  arrived  at  Glasgow,  before  parting  at  the 
Central  Jamie  gave  his  companion  his  address  and  received 
his  in  return,  both  promising  to  pay  each  other  a  visit  that 
evening  or  on  the  day  following.  Whoever  might  chance 
to  see  Jamie  after  leaving  his  companion,  while  going  down 
Union  Street  and  along  Argyle  Street,  as  the  old  saying 
gees,  "  wadna  see  his  heels  for  stoor." 

Having  now  arrived  at  the  door  of  his  cosy  neuk,  he 
received  a  hearty  welcome  from  his  darling  Jean  and  his 
bonnie  bairns  four.  The  little  dears  were  so  glad  to  see  him 
that  they  were  nearly  beside  themselves  with  joy,  and  he 
had  scarcely  got  right  seated  when  they  were  all  climbing 
round  his  knee,  each  one  claiming  first  place,  but  little  Tot, 
holding  out  her  dumpy  little  arms,  was  awarded  the  place 
of  honour. 

Jamie  felt  delighted,  and  no  wonder.  Where  is  the  man 
with  a  heart  in  him  that  wouldn't  have  felt  as  Jamie  did  ? 
Jean  herself,  a  perfect  model  of  cleanliness,  her  progeny 
like  new  pins,  her  butt-ben,  as  she  called  it,  like  a  little 
palace.  As  Jamie  often  has  said,  "  Ye  could  lick  yer  meat 
aff  ilka  corner  o't."  Yes,  any  husband  and  father  might 
well  be  proud  to  have  such  a  home,  and  have  lavished  upon 
him  the  outpourings  of  such  love,  and  enjoy  the  fruits  of 
such  domestic  comforts.  Dinner  ready,  Jamie  asked  a 
blessing.     The  good  things  very  soon  began  to  disappear, 
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Jamie  remarking  he  was  like  a  raven,  he  was  so  hungry. 
The  repast  over,  Jamie  allowed  it  was  the  heartiest  meal  he 
had  taken  for  a  long  time.  Rising  from  the  table,  he  said 
to  Jean  that  he  would  take  a  bit  stroll  for  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  or  so,  until  she  and  the  bairns  were  ready  to  take  a 
bit  walk  over  the  city.  Away  Jamie  went,  and  Jean  with  a 
light  heart  began  to  remove  the  dinner  dishes,  and  get  her 
husband's  clothes  arranged  for  Monday  morning,  for  fear 
anything  would  be  forgotten  after  she  would  come  home. 
Putting  her  hand,  as  she  usually  did,  into  Jamie's  coat 
pocket  to  replace  a  clean  handkerchief  for  his  dirty  one, 
she  came  across  a  letter.  Never  thinking  for  a  moment  but 
it  might  be  some  correspondence  he  perhaps  had  with  his 
employers,  she  was  not  very  particular  whether  she  read  it 
or  not.  But  Jean  unfolded  the  letter  and  began  to  read 
it.  The  children  saw  their  mother's  face  turn  crimson,  and 
then  deathly  pale,  the  eldest  one  asking  her  what  was 
wrong.  Making  her  child  no  answer,  she  sank  down  on  a 
chair  fairly  overcome  with  grief  and  wept  bitterly. 

Yes,  Jean  cried  herself  sore,  the  children  all  joining  her. 
What  a  change  was  here  in  so  short  a  time.  Mother  and 
children,  who  a  few  minutes  ago  were  almost  beside  them- 
selves with  joy,  now  stricken  with  sorrow;  at  what  the 
children  knew  not,  still  they  could  not  help  crying  when 
they  saw  the  state  their  bereaved  parent  was  in,  for  Jean's 
heart  was  almost  breaking.  Such  was  the  state  of  matters 
when  Jamie,  after  only  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  absence, 
arrived  on  the  scene.  He  could  not  conceive  what  was 
the  matter,  for  his  first  words  were  : 

"  In  a'  the  name  o'  the  warl',  Jean,  what's  like  the 
maitter  wi'  ye  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Jamie,  Jamie/'  she  said,  "I  didna  think  ye  could 
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ha'e  played  sic  a  pairt.'5     With  that  she  buried  her  head  in 
her  lap  and  gave  vent  to  another  outburst  of  grief. 

"  Explain  yerseP,  Jean,"  said  Jamie.     "  What  pairt  ha'e 
I  played?" 

"  The  pairt  o'  the  blaguard,  Jamie ;  the  pairt  o'  the 
blaguard.  Oh,  Jamie  Strang,  ye  ha'e  this  day  ruined  what 
aince  was  a  happy,  happy  hame." 

"  I  canna  for  the  life  o'  me,"  said  Jamie,  "  understan' 
what  a'  this  means.  Lo'd,  Jeanie,  wull  ye  no'  gie  me  an 
inklin'  o'  what  this  a'  means  ?  " 

"  Read  that,"  said  Jean,  handing  him  the  letter,  "  for 
brawly  ye  ken  the  meanin'  o't.  Oh,  Jamie,  this  is  the 
sairest  blow  ever  I  ha'e  got." 

The  letter  read  as  follows  : — 

Elliot  Street, 
Cranstonhill,  August,  1890. 

My  Dear  Jamie, — I  received  your  kind  and  affectionate  letter  o5 
the  2nd,  an'  was  proud,  I  can  tell  ye,  ay,  awfu'  proud,  an'  was  weel 
pleased  to  learn  that  ye  was  likin'  yer  new  job,  an'  that  the  mussels 
doon  yonder  was  agreein'  wi'  ye.  Mussels  are  a'  guid  eneuch,  Jamie, 
but  I  think  they  wad  eat  better  was  I  beside  ye.  I  think,  Jamie,  ye'd 
raither  ha'e  me  than  a'  the  mussels  ye  could  gaither,  frae  the  Port  to 
Kilcraggin'.  Dae  ye  ken,  Jamie,  I  had  an  awfu'  funny  dream  last 
nicht.  I  thocht  we  were  baith  gettin'  married,  an'  that  Bauldy  Scott 
was  oor  best  man.  Ye  were  aye  jealous  o'  Bauldy,  but  ye  needna, 
Tamie,  for  I  wadna  gie  yer  wee  finger  for  Bauldy's  hale  body.  But  I 
ha'ena  tell't  ye  a'  my  dream  yet.  I  thocht  I  was  dressed  in  a  fine 
lavender  silk,  an'  ane  o'  the  han'somest  necklets  that  ony  woman 
could  wear.  I  won'er  what'll  come  oot  o't,  Jamie?  I  wadna  won'er 
but  it  micht  turn  oot  true  eneuch.  Oh,  but  I  miss  ye  sair.  I  think  if 
I  had  ye  here  this  meenit  I  could  kiss  ye  ower  an'  ower.  Ay,  man, 
it's  true  eneuch  what  the  sang  says,  "Absence  gars  the  hairt  grow 
fonder."  Dear  Jamie,  I'm  proud  ye're  comin'  on  Saturday;  oh,  but  I 
wish  it  was  here,  till  I  get  ye  an  'oor  or  twa  to  myseP.  Ye'll  maybe 
think  this  silly  talk,  but  oh,  Jamie,  I  canna  help  it,  ye  never  ha'e  been 
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awa'  frae  me  before.  Before  I  draw  to  a  close,  allow  me  to  sen'  ye 
twa-three  cheepers,  x  x  x  x  x  x  That'll  dae  noo,  I  think.  Nae 
mair  at  present,  but  remains  yer  ain  rosey-posey, 

Jenny  Jenkins. 

"Lord  bless  me,  Jean,"  said  Jamie,  "how  did  that 
come  into  my  pooch  ?     Was  there  no'  an  envelope  wi't  ?  " 

11  Na,  Jamie,  ye  took  guid  care  o'  that." 

"  Weel,  Jean,  my  woman,"  Jamie  said,  "  I  ken  nae 
mair  aboot  the  letter  than  that  wean  does.  A  lass  to  sen' 
me  kisses  !  Lo'd,  I  never  kissed  a  woman  but  yersel'.  But 
that's  the  door,  Jean,  dicht  yer  een,  my  woman,  dicht  yer 
een,  an'  gang  but  the  hoose.  Come  awa',  Mr.  Halliwell, 
I'm  glad  to  see  ye.  This'll  be  the  intended  that's  wi'  ye, 
na?" 

"  Allow  me,  Mr.  Strang,  to  introduce  you  to  Miss 
Jenkins.     Mr.  Strang,  Janet." 

"  This  has  been  a  fine  day,  Miss  Jenkins.'' 

"  Ay,  fine,  sir." 

"  Man,  I'm  sorry  to  tell  ye  that  my  wife's  no'  very  weel 
to-day.  I  may  as  weel  tell  ye  the  truth.  The  wife,  ye 
ken,  got  a  letter  in  my  pooch  to-day  when  she  was  lookin' 
for  my  dirty  hankie ;  and  the  Lord  only  knows  hoo  it  cam' 
there,  for  I  don't.  It  has  gien  her  a  sair  hairt,  I  can  tell 
ye.  She's  sittin'  but  the  hoose,  puir  soul,  a'  begratten. 
Ay,  man,  it's  a  love-letter,  an'  no  mistak'.  Between  kisses, 
mussels,  and  rosey-poseys,  it's  a  tickler." 

Here  Miss  Jenkins  blushed  all  over. 

"Will  you,  Mr.  Strang,"  said  the  young  man,  "  show  me 
the  letter  a  moment  ?  " 

"Wi'  the  greatest  o'  pleasure,"  said  Jamie. 

"  I  have  it,  Mr.  Strang,"  said  the  young  man,  "I  have  it." 

"Ye'vewhat?"  said  Jamie. 
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"  The  letter  is  mine,  and  I  see  where  the  mistake  has 
occurred.  Both  of  our  coats  were  hanging  at  the  back  of 
our  bedroom  door  in  our  lodgings,  and  you  having  been 
working  late  that  night  I  received  the  letter  from  Jenny 
here.  I  put  it,  after  reading  it,  by  mistake  into  your  coat 
pocket  instead  of  my  own." 

"  Nae  won'er  the  lassie  was  blushing.  Lo'd,  man,  it's 
a  blessing  ye  cam'  yont,  for  there  wadna  ha'e  been  a  wink 
o'  sleep  gotten  here  the  nicht.  Come  awa'  ben,  Jean,"  said 
Jamie,  "  for  we  ha'e  guid  news  to  tell  ye.  Tell  her  yerseP, 
Mr.  Halliwell." 

"Well,  Mrs.  Strang,"  said  the  young  man,  "  I  am  very 
sorry  indeed  that  my  carelessness  has  caused  you  such 
intense  sorrow.  While  in  the  room  your  husband  has  just 
been  telling  me  about  a  love-letter  you  got  in  his  pocket. 
I  found,  after  having  read  it,  that  it  was  mine,  and,  as  I  have 
told  your  husband,  I  put  it  by  mistake  into  his  coat  pocket 
instead  of  my  own,  so  I  earnestly  hope  you  will  forgive  me, 
and  think  no  more  of  the  matter.  Your  husband  would,  I 
think,  be  the  last  man  in  the  world  to  do  such  a  thing." 

"  Oh,"  said  Jean,  "  but  this  is  a  relief  to  me.  An'  you," 
addressing  the  young  man,  she  continued,  "  have  not  only 
my  forgiveness,  but  my  blessing." 

"  An'  what  about  the  young  chap's  rosey-posey  ?  "  said 
Jamie.     "  Is  she  to  get  arT  Scot  free  ?  " 

"  I  wish  them  baith,  Jamie,"  said  Jean,  "  a  long, 
prosperous  life,  for  I'm  so  proud  the  nicht  I  could  jist 
dance  wi'  joy." 

"An'  so  could  I,"  said  Jamie.  With  that  Jamie  Strang 
got  his  better  hauf  roon'  the  waist  and  danced  her  roon'  the 
floor  for  fully  five  minutes,  to  the  intense  delight  of  the 
young  couple,  not  forgetting  to  kiss  her  again  and  again. 
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WATTY  AND  THE  COD. 

One  evening  in  the  month  of  July,  in  1890,  while  spend- 
ing my  holidays  in  the  beautiful  little  watering-place  of 
Innellan,  I  was  taking  a  walk  along  the  shore,  when  I  met 
in  with  an  old  and  very  much  respected  friend,  Walter 
Mitchell  by  name.  Though  Walter  was  eight  years  over 
the  allotted  span  of  life,  he  didn't  show  any  signs  of  dotage. 
He  was  hale  and  hearty,  intelligent  and  humorous,  and  to 
have  spent  half  an  hour  or  so  in  that  honest  old  Scotchman's 
company  was  really  a  treat.  While  we  were  talking  his 
son-in-law  came  along,  when  it  was  proposed  that  we  would 
hire  a  boat  and  have  an  hour  or  two's  fishing.  Old  Walter, 
delighted  with  the  idea,  we  made  for  the  beach,  secured  a 
boat,  tackle,  and  bait,  and  out  we  launched  on  the  briny 
deep. 

Knowing  the  fishing  ground  very  well,  for  I  had 
often  tried  the  long  line  on  the  same  part  of  the  coast, 
we  let  go  our  anchor  on  a  spot  where  I  thought  we 
might  get  a  good  fishing.  Watty,  as  I  will  now  call  him, 
comfortably  seated  at  the  stern,  told  me  that  this  was  the 
first  time  he  had  ever  attempted  the  fishing.  I  put  bait  on 
his  hooks,  and,  having  baited  my  own,  we  were,  eagerly 
waiting  a  nibble.  Breathless  with  excitement,  Watty  sat  as 
still  as  a  statue.  I  ventured  to  break  the  silence  by 
saying,  "  I  think,  Watty  you  seem  to  be  afraid  to  speak 
for  fear  of  frightening  the  fish  away,"  when  Watty  said, 
"  Lo'd,  I  dinna  think  there's  ony  fish  here  to  frichten.  I 
thocht  I  foun'  something  the  noo."  "  Pull  up,  then,"  I 
said,  and  sure  enough  Watty  had  something  on,  and  to  his 
astonishment  'twas  a  large  crab.     "  I  tell't  ye,"  said  Watty, 


196  WATTY    AND    THE    COD. 

"  that  there's  nae  fish  here/'  "  They  will  come  yet,"  I  said. 
And  so  they  did,  for  all  of  us  were  kept  for  about  ten 
minutes  as  busy  as  we  could  be  drawing  in  nice  sized  whitings. 
Silence  reigned  again,  when  Watty  said,  "  I  think  they're 
awa'  noo.  But  na,"  he  said,  "  I  fin'  something  yet."  "  Oh 
yes,"  I  said,  "  there's  life  there."  Watty  pulled,  and  while 
pulling,  he  said,  "  I  doot  I'll  no'  be  able  to  land  this  ane." 
Fine  I  knew  the  cause  of  it  all.  Was  it  a  monster  fish,  some 
one  might  be  inclined  to  ask,  that  Watty  was  pulling  at  ? 
No,  it  was  not.  With  the  undercurrent  below,  his  line  and 
my  line  got  entangled,  and  every  pull  I  gave  Watty  got 
frightened.  I  enjoyed  the  farce  so  well  that  I  had  to  lie 
down  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat  with  laughing.  Watty  had 
by  this  time  ceased  pulling.  His  son-in-law  had  also 
discovered  the  joke,  and  he,  too,  laughed  till  I  thought  he 
would  have  ended  himself.  But  having  got  seated,  I  got  Watty 
started  to  the  pulling  again.  I  gave  my  line  one  strong 
pull  that  almost  dragged  Watty's  line  out  of  his  hand.  He 
shouted,  "  I'll  pull  nae  mair  at  that,  for  there's  somethin' 
no  canny  doon  there."  I  never,  I  think,  laughed  as  much 
in  my  life  as  I  did  on  that  occasion.  And  the  dear  old 
soul,  after  having  seen  the  cause  of  such  merriment,  laughed 
hearty  himself.  "  Losh,"  he  said,  "  I  was  frichted  to  look 
ower  the  side."  But  Watty,  as  my  readers  will  very  soon 
know,  was  soon  upsides  with  us.  The  evening  by  this  time 
having  become  very  chilly,  Watty,  the  body,  was  beginning 
to  feel  cold.  So  after  getting  our  fishing  lines  disentangled, 
we  thought  we  would  give  the  finny  tribe  another  chance 
before  making  for  the  shore,  and  having  plenty  of  mussel 
bait  I  gave  the  hooks  ample  justice  and  down  again  for  the 
last  time.  Poor  old  Watty  sat  shivering  with  cold,  but 
latterly  he  warmed  up  with  the  words,  "  Is  that  your  line  I 
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ha'e  again?"  "  No,"  I  said,  "  Watty, 'it  isn't  my  tackle  this 
time."  Asking  his  son-in-law  the  same  question,  and 
satisfied  that  it  was  neither  of  our  lines,  Watty  pulled  up 
with  all  his  might,  to  our  utter  amazement,  a  monster  cod. 
"  Look  ye  here,"  he  said  to  both  of  us,  "  ye  better  gang 
hame  an'  fish  in  the  pail,  for  ye  can  fish  nane.  I  declare 
it's  makin'  the  very  boat  quiver  frae  stem  to  stern.  Up  wi' 
ye  noo,  lads,"  he  said,  in  greatest  of  glee,  "  for  we  ha'e  fish 
enough  that'll  sair  us  a'  for  a  month  to  come."  We  acted 
on  Watty's  advice,  and,  happening  to  sit  down  at  the  stroke 
oar,  I  could  hardly  pull  a  stroke  for  watching  Watty  eyeing 
with  pride  his  monster  prize. 
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OR, 

PEGGY  GLEN'S  REVENGE. 

'•  Good  morning,  Mrs  Glen.  I  have  just  dropped  in  to  see 
you  before  I  go  away.  By  the  by,  I  saw  you  pass  me  by 
yesterday  without  speaking,  and  I  wondered  very  much  at 

it." 

"  Ye  needna  ha'e  won'eret  at  it,  for  yer  conscience 
micht  ha'e  tell't  ye  that  I'd  foun'  ye  not  to  be  a  twa-faced, 
deceitfu'  limmer.  Ye  aye  pretended  to  be  my  freen,  Mrs. 
Burgess,  but,  haith,  I've  foun'  oot  yer  freenship.  Ye're  far, 
far  frae  bein'  the  clean  tattie.  Od,  it's  hard,  hard  to  ken 
folk.  Ay,  it's  an  awfu'  warl'  this ;  ye  can  hardly  depend  on 
yer  nearest  or  dearest.  Ye  may  glower  at  me,  my  wuman, 
but  it's  the  Guid's  trith  I'm  tellinV 
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"  Be  careful  what  you  are  saying  and  who  you  are  talking 
to,  Mrs.  Glen." 

"  I'm  talkin'  to  you,  ye  brazen-faced  tinkler  that  ye 
are." 

"But  remember  I'm  not  going  to  be  talked  to  in  that 
manner.  It  is  quite  uncalled  for,  and  therefore  I  won't 
stand  it." 

"  Ye'd  like  to  pit  on  some  fine  airs,  Mrs.  Burgess.  Ye 
were  maybe  born  for  a  leddy,  but  I'm  a  wee  frichtit  ye'll 
ne'er  be  needed,  like  me.  An',  by  my  sang,  I'll  mak'  ye 
baith  stan'  it  an'  sit  it  afore  I'm  dune  wi'  ye.  I'll  let  ye 
ken  that  them  that  meddles  wi'  my  man  meddles  wi'  Peggy 
Glen.  I  winna  care  hauf  sae  muckle  gin  ye  rattle  awa'  at 
mysel',  but  dinna  daur,  on  the  peril  o'  yer  life,  misca' 
Robin  Glen — a  chiel  that  has  dune  sae  muckle  for  baith 
you  an'  Jock  Burgess.  Altho'  ye're  baith  getting  up  a  wee 
bit  in  the  warl',  dinna  craw  too  croose;  mony  a  ane 
has  been  a  hantle  sicht  far'er  up  in  the  warl'  than  either  o' 
ye'll  ever  be,  an'  has  got  their  wings  clipp'd.  Learn  to 
be  humble,  my  wuman.  It's  an  auld  sayin'  an'  a  gey  true 
ane,  'Put  a  beggar  on  horseback  and  he'll  ride  to  the 
deevil.'  It's  no  sae  very  lang  sin'  baith  o'  ye  were  ill 
eneuch  aff.  When  ye  cam'  to  the  toon  first,  an'  that's  no' 
sae  many  years  sin',  the  baith  o'  ye  had  hardly  as  muckle 
on  yer  backs  as  wad  ha'e  stuff'd  a  crutch.  Ye  may  wince 
under  that  wee  bit,  Mrs.  Burgess,  but  ye  ken  it's  neverthe- 
less the  trith.  Ye'd  be  better,  my  wuman,  had  ye  let  me 
an'  mine  alane — particularly  mine — for  Rab  Glen  ill 
deserves  the  abuse  ye  ha'e  baith  been  pourin'  on  him.  He 
lo'es  to  see  folk  gettin'  on  in  the  warl',  an'  so  dae  I,  but 
we  dinna  like  to  see  them  forgettin'  theirsel's,  an'  gaun 
aboot  bouncin'  an'  blawin'  aboot  their  grandeur,  an'  their 
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presents  o'  silver  plate,  an'  silver-heided  umbrellas,  an' 
a'  the  ither  things,  an'  rinnin'  ither  decent  folk  doon, 
that  are  maybe  no'  jist  as  routh  o'  this  warl's  gear  as  they 
are;  an'  themsel's  as  puir  as  kirk  mice  no'  sae  mony  years 
sin'.  Ca'  canny,  my  bonnie  leddy.  Ye're  born,  but  mind 
ye,  ye're  no'  deid  yet.  When  I  tell't  oor  Robin  what  you  an' 
Jock  had  been  sayin'  aboot  us,  his  reply  was,  '  Let  them 
alane,  Peggy ;  let  them  fa'  intae  some  ither  body's  han's. 
They  overcome  wha  thole.  An'  gin  we  ha'e  help't  them 
in  their  puirer  days,  we  ha'e  the  satisfaction  o'  sayin'  we 
ha'e  dune  some  little  guid  to  them  that  wad  persecute  an' 
despitefully  use  us.'  But  it's  gey  an'  hard  to  walk  up  to 
that  command  to  the  letter,  an'  let  a  wheen  o'  you  tattlers 
hammer  awa'  as  ye  like." 

"What  did  ever  my  husband  or  I  say  about  either  of 
you,  Mrs.  Glen  ?  Could  you  mention  one  individual's  name 
that  we  said  anything  to  that  would  hurt  in  any  way  either 
you  or  Bob  Glen  ?  " 

"  Ye're  forgettin'  yer  English,  Mrs.  Burgess.  I  tell't  ye 
ye'd  never  mak'  a  leddy.  '  Robert  Glen,'  if  ye  please. 
Well,  I'll  tell  ye  wha  ye've  been  blawin'  yer  horn  to,  an' 
rinnin'  us  doon  to  the  lowest.  Jist  the  very  party  ye're 
spendin'  ye're  holidays  wi\  An',  I  can  tell  ye,  they're  nane 
vexed  ye're  gaun  awa'  the  day,  for  Mrs.  Stinston  declares 
ye're  a  bad-hearted,  twa-faced  pair.  Yer  tongue,  I'm  cer- 
tain, has  jist  been  as  busy  speakin'  aboot  them  as  it  has 
been  aboot  us.  They're  ower  decent  and  quate  for  ye ; 
ye  canna  get  yer  horns  oot  far  eneuch  wi'  them.  Na,  it's 
the  like  o'  Pate  Tamson  an'  the  wife  that  ye  should  ha'e 
been  wi' ;  they  wad  ha'e  suited  ye  up  to  time.  But  Pate 
an'  his  wife  couldna  ha'e  entertained  sic  gentry.  Na,  na, 
their  hoose  wasna  hauf  gran'  eneuch.     But  baith  o'  ye  can 
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tak'  a  bit  daunner  ower  their  way  atween  meals  an'  get  yer 
whistles  wat.  That  brings  the  colour  to  yer  cheeks,  an', 
haith,  ye  need  it  badly.  But  'facts,'  as  Burns  said,  'are 
chiels  that  winna  ding.'  That's  mair  news  for  ye,  ay,  that'll 
keep  ye  pickin'  yer  teeth  for  a  wee  while  after  ye  get  hame.'" 

"  You  are  a " 

"  Haud  on,  Mrs.  Burgess.  I'm  no'  dune  yet.  I'm 
jist  comin'  to  the  best  o't.  Jist  ha'e  patience.  I'll 
gie  ye  a  hearin'.  Noo,  as  to  what  ye  said  aboot  me  an' 
mine.  Ye  tell't  Mrs.  Stinston  that  I  took  drink,  in  hidlins, 
too,  frae  Rab ;  an'  that  when  ye  was  stayin'  next  door  to 
me  ye  saw  my  bit  lassock  rinnin'  the  cutter  for  me  four  an' 
*ive  times  a  day.  Deny  that  if  ye  can,  ye  bad-hearted 
faggot  that  ye  are.  An'  that  I  was  extravagant,  an'  this  an' 
the  ither  thing.  In  fac',  ye  tried  to  paint  me  as  black's 
Auld  Clootie  himsel' ;  ay,  an'  mair  than  that.  Ye  tell't  her 
my  bits  o'  weans  were  never  dune  rinnin'  to  the  pawn;  an' 
that  Robin  Glen  was  guilty  o'  rinnin'  wi'  stories  to  the 
manager ;  an'  that  yer  Jock  had  said  that  was  the  way  he 
kept  his  job.  Oh  !  ye  base,  deceitfu',  leein'  limmer  that 
ye  are.  Very  little  wad  gar  me  teer  ye  frae  limb  to  limb. 
You  wad  try  an'  injure  folk  that  ha'e  dune  sae  muckle  for 
ye.  Did  ever  you  see  me,  or  ony  o'  my  weans,  rinnin'  for 
drink  ?  Or  did  ever  ye  ken  me  to  spen'  a  farthin'  o'  Robin 
Glen's  hard-wrocht-for  siller  fuilishly?  Or  did  ever  Jock 
Burgess  ken  my  man  to  try  an'  hurt  ony  o'  his  fellow- 
workmen,  or  ony  mortal  on  the  face  o'  the  earth  ?  Did  ye, 
I'm  askin'  ye  ?  " 

"No,  I  never  did,  Mrs.  Glen.  And  the  fact  is,  the 
whole  affair  is  a  fabrication  of  lies." 

"  Dae  ye  mean  to  tell  me,  Mrs.  Burgess,  that  Mrs. 
Stinston's  no'  tellin'  the  trith  ?  " 
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l-  She  is  not,  Mrs.  Glen,  for  we  never  said  a  word  about 
either  of  you.  And  I'd  tell  her  that  to  her  face  were  she 
standing  here." 

"Weel,  Mrs.  Burgess,  dae  ye  ken  what  I  believe  ye  to 
be  ?  a  confoonded  le'er,  an'  I  can  prove  it.  I  canna  deny 
that  my  bit  lassock  had  to  rin  to  the  pawn  mony  a 
time;  but  God  kens,  if  the  bit  thing  had  to  rin  there,  'twas 
sheer  want  compell'd  it.  An'  Robin  an'  I  were  baith 
thankfu'  eneuch,  I  can  tell  ye,  at  that  very  time,  that  we 
had  ocht  to  pawn.  An',  puir  thing,  gin  she  had  to  rin 
to  her  uncle's  wi'  a  bit  bundle,  'twas  honest  poverty. 
Mony  a  thoosan'  as  weel's  oorsel's,  at  that  very  same  time, 
had  to  pay  her  uncle  a  visit,  sair,  sair  against  their  wull, 
an'  yet  they  were  thankfu'  that  they  had  ocht  to  pawn. 
'Twas  nae  extravagance  on  my  pairt,  nor  yet  laziness  on 
Robin's  pairt,  that  drove  us  to  pairt  wi'  oor  bits  o'  duds, 
for  there  wasna  a  turn  to  be  got  on  the  Clyde  at  the  time 
for  love  or  money.  The  soup  kitchens  were  in  great 
demand,  but,  ah,  we  couldna  gang  there.  We  were  willin' 
to  sacrifice  the  last  steek  or  dud  we  had  in  the  hoose 
(mair  than  ye  wad  dae),  before  we'd  yield  to  gang  there.  If 
we,  as  I  ha'e  said,  foun'  it  hard  to  keep  the  '  wolf  frae  oor 
door'  at  that  time,  'twas  thro'  nae  faut  o'  oor  ain,  for  ilka 
penny  Robin  brocht  in  by  the  door  when  he  was  workin', 
wasna,  I  can  tell  ye,  thrown  oot  by  the  window.  We  had 
at  that  time,  as  I  have  said,  been  under  the  painfu'  necessity 
o'  visitin'  too  often  the  palace  wi'  the  sign  o'  the  three 
gouden  balls,  an'  I'll  mind,  as  lang's  I  live,  Robin's  coat 
was  the  last  dud  my  uncle  took  frae  us.  No'  to  keep  him 
confined  to  the  hoose  I  kept  it  as  lang's  I  possibly  could, 
but,  alack  !  alack  !  it  had  to  gang,  an'  Robin  had  to  sit  in  the 
corner  for  weeks.     Ye've  mind  o'  meetin'  me  on  the  stair, 
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Mrs.  Burgess,  an'  askin'  me  if  Robin  was  weel  eneuch,  for 
ye  hadna  seen  him  for  a  while — I've  nae  doot  ye  jaloosed  he 
had  nocht  to  pit  on  to  gang  to  the  door  wi\  When  ye 
asked  me  if  I  wadna  tak'  it  amiss  if  ye  was  sendin'  up  an 
auld  coat  an'  a  pair  o'  troosers  o'  your  Jock's  for  Robin,  dae 
ye  min'  what  I  said  to  ye  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  do.  You  thanked  me  kindly,  but  told  me  your 
husband  didn't  require  them." 

"An'  hoo,  Mrs.  Burgess,  did  Mrs.  Stinston  ken  ocht 
aboot  the  coat  an'  troosers  ?  I  never  teli't  onybody  aboot 
sic  a  thing,  an'  there  was  only  the  twa  o'  us  for't.  Come, 
noo,  can  ye  explain  that  ?  " 

"  Well,  Mrs.  Glen,  I  really  cannot  remember  whether  I 
told  her  anything  about  the  affair  or  not." 

"  Ay,  ye  teli't  her,  an'  mair  than  that,  ye  twa-faced 
limmer.  I've  min'  o'  tellin'  ye  mony  a  bit  thing  aboot  the 
way  we  were  situated  durin'  thae  bad  times.  Aye  thinkin' 
ye  were  oor  freen,  I  teli't  ye  maybe  ower  muckle,  but  never 
for  a  meenit  did  I  think  ye  were  gaun  to  trumpet  it  roon'  the 
hale  kintra  side.  But  when  ye  were  tellin'  her  aboot  the 
coat  an'  troosers,  ye  micht  ha'e  teli't  the  trith.  Ye  teli't 
Mrs.  Stinston  that  ye  kept  the  hale  o'  us  in  meat  an'  claes 
a'  the  time  Robin  was  idle.  Ye'll  ken  if  that's  true.  Oh, 
ye're  a  bad  ane.  Na,  wuman,  I  wadna  ha'e  asked  ye  for  a 
bite  if  we  had  been  starving  an'  mony  a  nicht  we've  lain 
doon  wi'  gey  hungry  bellies.  Ye  never  even  offered  oor 
bits  o'  weans  a  piece — but  ye  never  had  ony  o'  yer  ain,  an' 
can  ha'e  nae  naturality  for  ither  folks'.  But  wi'  God's  help 
we  wauchled  thro'  it,  an'  the  same  God  sent  freens  to  the 
rescue,  wha  provided  us  wi'  a'  we  required,  an'  thae  same 
freens,  we  learn'd  a  lang  while  afterwards,  were  nane  ither 
than  Robin's  maister  an'  his  good  leddy.     The  Lord  '11 
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reward  them  for  it.  The  only  thing  we  were  annoyed  aboot 
was  the  wee  bits  o'  lammies  when  they  were'  hungry.  For 
oorsel's,  we'd  ha'e  dee't  afore  we'd  ha'e  ask'd  a  bite  frae 
onybody — mair  than  you  twa  wad  dae,  I'm  certain, 
for  ye'd  baith  skin  the  louse  for  the  tallow  o't.  Ye'll 
tak'  plenty,  but,  by  my  sang,  ye'll  no  gie  muckle. 
An'  gin  ye  ha'ena  siller,  ye  ocht  to  ha'e  it,  for  ye're  baith 
mean,  mean.  We,  I'm  certain,  wad  ha'e  de'ed  wi'  hunger, 
as  far  as  ye  are  concerned ;  but  as  I  was  sayin',  freens  cam' 
to  oor  aid,  an'  fine  Mr.  S 1  kent  Rab  Glen  was  a  Scotch- 
man to  the  backbane,  an'  ane  wha'd  ha'e  de'ed  afore  he'd 
ask'd.  Na,  Robin  Glen  wad  let  his  poverty  be  kent  to 
naebody ;  an'  that  same  miserable  winter  we  suffered  sair 
eneuch,  I  can  tell  ye,  'Twas  easy  eneuch  for  you  to  gallant 
aboot  wi'  yer  muff  an'  a'  yer  orders  that  had  neither  chick 
nor  child;  wi'  three  pounVten  a"  week  comin'  in,  an'  no'  a 
soul  but  yer  twa  sel's  to  tak'  a  bite  aff  it.  But  as  I  ha'e 
said  afore,  ye're  baith  born,  but  ye're  no  deid  yet.  There's 
mony  a  crookit  curve  in  life's  road,  an'  ye  ocht  to  be  very 
humble.  Ye've  nae  doot  a  guid  income — jist  twa  poun's 
mair  a  week  than  my  man  has — an'  yet  ye'd  daur  to  accuse 
me  wi'  bein'  an  extravagant,  drucken  woman.  Hoo  daur 
ye  say  sic  a  thing  ?  Wi'  thirteen  mooths  to  fill,  an'  the  same 
number  o'  backs  to  cieed,  kirk  seats  to  pay — that's  what 
ye  canna  say,  for  ye  never  daurken  a  kirk  door — an'  pay  ilka 
ane  their  ain,  there's  no'  muckle,  I  can  tell  ye,  left,  to 
either  lay  by  or  squanner.  But  yer  man's  no  mairrit  to  his 
job,  an'  guid  peety  him  were  he  to  lose  it.  He's  no'  like  my 
man — he's  no'  able  for  a  day's  wark.  Ay,  ye  ocht  to  be  very 
thankfu'  that  he  has  sic  a  job — paid  for  a'  holidays,  an'  a 
bit  present  noo  an'  again  frae  some  o'  his  men.  Fancy 
umbrellas,  curran'-buns,  bottles  o'  whusky  an'  brandy,  an', 
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at  an  odd  time,  a  hale  cheese  row'd  into  the  flair-heid,  an' 
every  ither  month  a  smokit  ham  sent  up  to  the  hoose ;  ye 
dinna  like  to  hear  that,  it  mak's  ye  kin'  o'  nervish.  Ay,  the 
fat  soo's  backside's  aye  weel  creesh'd.  Nae  wunner  ye've  a 
guid  carcase  o'  beef  on  ye,  when  ye  dae  nocht  but  eat  an' 
drink  o'  the  best.  But  yer  turn  '11  maybe  come  yet.  I 
suppose  ye  thocht  when  ye  were  baith  gettin'  on  sae  weel 
we  should  ha'e  boo'd  to  ye,  an'  made  o'  ye,  an'  should  ha'e 
gien  ye  a  bit  present  noo  an'  again,  an'  prais'd  ye  up  to 
the  ninety-nines,  as  if  ye'd  been  twa  saints  that  had  drapt 
doon  frae  the  heavens.  But  na,  we  couldna  dae  that ; 
Robin  Glen's  the  wrang  stamp  for  that.  That's  bringin' 
the  colour  to  yer  cheeks.  But  Robin  Glen  never  gets  ocht 
frae  onybody  but  what  he  works  hard  an'  sair  for.  An'  ye 
can  tell  Jock  Burgess  to  pit  that  in  his  pipe  an'  smoke  it. 
Na,  na,  there's  nocht  comes  to  oor  hoose  but  what's  paid 
for.  Ye're  flushin'  up  at  that.  My  wuman,  ye'd  been  far 
safer  had  ye  let  Robin  an'  me  alane;  we  werena  meddlin'  wi' 
ye.  I'm  waur  at  ye  meddlin'  wi'  Rab  than  mysel'.  Robin 
Glen,  a  tale-bearer !  he's  far  too  noble  for  that.  But  your 
man  canna  say  that,  for  he's  baith  a  tale-bearer  an'  a  turn- 
coat. That's  makin'  ye  blush ;  ye'd  been  better  far  had  ye 
gane  hame  an'  no  bother'd  yersel'  ca'in'  on  yer  auld  neebour. 
Yes,  yer  man's  what  I  ha'e  said ;  ony  man  professin'  to  be 
a  Leeberal,  syne  turn  a  Unionist,  an'  then  a  Tory,  for  the 
sake  o'  his  job,  wad  sell  his  gran'faither  for  a  farthin'.    When 

Jock  Burgess  was  workin'  in  G n  he  was  a  Leeberal, 

because  the  maister  an'  manager  were  that.     When  he  gaed 

to  T n  he  turned  a  Conservative  to  suit  the  folks  there, 

an'  when  he  was  here  he  was — what  did  I  ca'  the  ither 
thing? — ay.aUnion.  I  dinna  ken  muckle  aboot  policesticks, 
but  the  little  I  dae  ken  stan's  weel  to  me  at  this  meetin'. 
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Ye  would  daur  talk  aboot  my  man  carryin'  stories,  or  back- 
bitin'  ithers  !  Robin  Glen  didna  need  to  dae  ony  sic  thing 
for  the  sake  o'  his  job,  for  he  could  dae  a  day's  wark — what 
yours  never  could  dae.  Na,  ye  black-hearted  besom,  'twas 
quite  the  opposite.  Look  hoo  Jock  Burgess  got  honest 
Watty  Simpson  sack'd.  Because  at  the  last  election  Watty 
voted  for  the  Leeberal,  yer  man  was  guid  enouch  to  tell  the 
manager  aboot  it,  when  puir  Watty  was  put  oot  o'  the  yaird 
never  to  get  back  again.  Ay,  ye  may  look,  but  'twas  Jock 
dune  that.  But  had  Watty  kept  his  tongue  atween  his  teeth 
an'  no;  ha'e  tell't  wha  he  voted  for,  he'd  ha'e  been  in't  yet ; 
an'  I  believe,  had  Watty  ha'e  gane  to  the  maister — Con- 
servative an'  a'  as  he  was — he  wadna  ha'e  allow' d  him  to  be 
paid  aff,  for,  as  I've  heard  oor  Robin  often  sayin',  altho' 
he  was  a  Conservative,  a  mair  leeberal  gentleman  wasna  in 
braid  Scotland.  My  wuman,  Robin  an'  me  were  aboot  the 
last  ye  should  ha'e  yokit  on,  for  we  werena  bad  freens  to  baith 
you  an'  Jock.  When  ye  cam'  here  first  ye  were,  as  I  ha'e  said, 
hard  eneuch  up.  What  did  we  dae  the  first  fortnicht  ye  cam'? 

Didn't  I  get  ye  a  book  oot  o'  A Y s,  the  grocer's  ? 

Wha  gave  ye  the  siller  to  pay  yer  first  month's  forehanded 
rent  ?  Was  it  no  Peggy  Glen  ?  Hoo  dae  ye  swallow  that 
ane  ?  Ye've  ta'en  this  oot  o'  me  gey  an'  sair,  or  I'd  never 
ha'e  mentioned  it.  But  ye  need  somethin'  to  humble  ye  a 
wee  bit.  Ye're  gaun  aboot  tellin'  everybody  ye're  in  clover 
noo ;  what  a  braw  hoose  ye  ha'e,  the  grandeur  ye  ha'e,  an' 
the  siller  ye're  lay  in'  past,  an'  this  an'  the  ither  thing.  Ay, 
an'  ye  tell't  Martha  Todd  ye  had  six  split  new  goons,  never 
was  on  yer  back  yet  unless  when  ye  got  them  fitted  on  by 
the  mantle-maker.  Lo'd,  it's  no'  sae  lang  sin'  ye  hadna  a 
shift  for  yer  back.  But,  wuman,  gin  ye  kent  it,  ye're  makin' 
a  richt  lauchin'  stock  o'  yersel'.     The  very  folk  ye  think's 
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praisin'  ye  are  lauchin'  in  their  ain  sleeves  at  ye ;  an'  nae 
won'er,  for  ye're  nocht  but  a  big  win'-bag.  Ye'll  blaw  yer 
horn  aboot  yer  goud  an'  yer  gear,  but  gin  ilka  ane  had  their 
ain  ye  wadna  ha'e  sae  muckle.  But  it's  weel  seen  ye  never 
had  muckle  silver  plate.  Preserve  us !  ye  canna  set  a  table 
wi'  twa-three  common  cups  and  fletts  properly.  Ye're  a 
nice  ornament  to  ha'e  silver  plate." 

"  Now,  Mrs.  Glen,  I  think  you  have  went  a  great  deal 
too  far." 

"Dae  ye  think  sae,  Mrs.  Burgess?" 

"  I  do." 

"  Weel,  I  don't,  an'  could  gang  a  lang  lump  farther.  But, 
as  I  said  afore,  I'm  willin'  to  gie  ye  a  hearin'." 

"  Oh  !  go  on,  Mrs.  Glen,  go  on.  I  rather  think  you're 
pumped  out." 

"Nae  fear  o'  that,  madam,  but  I'd  like  to  hear  the 
defence." 

"  Yes,  yes,  a  lame  excuse ;  you  can  go  no  farther,  Mrs. 
Glen." 

"Can  I  no'?  Wha  gaed  for  the  whisky  for  Geordie 
Craig,  when  his  wife  Nannie  was  doon  at  Rothesay? 
That's  a  tickler.  Keep  doon  yer  sunshade,  Mrs.  Burgess, 
for  it's  lately  sin'  ye  had  ane." 

"  I'll  break  it  over  your  head,  you  blasted  termagant.  Do 
you  mean  to  infer  that  I  went  for  spirits  for  George  Craig 
during  his  wife's  absence  ?  " 

"  Gin  the  shae  fits  put  it  on ;  an'  it  maun  be  true  when 
ilka  ane  says  it." 

"  You  lie,  you  serpent,  an'  take  that." 

"An'  tak'  you  that  an'  that.  I  tell't  ye  what  ye  wad 
dae — ye've  broken  your  sunshade." 

"  Yes,  and  '11  break  your  head  before  I'm  done  with  you." 
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"An'  '11  have  to  return  the  compliment." 

"  Oh  !  mammy,  mammy." 

"  Stop  it,  mither.     Oh  !  stop  it." 

"Wheesht,  weans." 

"Oh!  mither." 

"  Wheesht,  I  tell  ye.  My  certie,  ye'll  no  ha'e  muckle  o' 
a  bannet  to  gang  hame  wi'  when  I'm  done  wi'  ye,  or 
my  name's  no'  Peggy  Glen.  Wad  ye  bite,  ye  Jezebeel  ?  let 
my  finger  go.     My  word,  ye've  a  guid  mouthfu'  o'  tusks." 

"  Bite,  yes,  I  will  bite  the  finger  off  you." 

"  Bite  awa',  my  bonnie  leddy,  an'  see  wha  comes  aff 
second  best.  That  pancake  ye  ha'e  on  yer  heid's  no  much 
accoont  noo,  I  can  tell  ye,  an'  here  goes  for  yer  lace 
dolman." 

"  That's  the  door,  mither." 

"  Open  it,  for  it'll  likely  be  yer  faith er." 

"  No,  mither,  it's  the  policeman."* 

"  What'll  pe  all  this  apout  ?  " 

"  Oh,  it's  this  leddy  ye  see  here  cam'  into  my  very 
hoose  an'  insults  me." 

"What  for  ye'll  come  in  to  any  tecent  wuman's  hoose 
and  pe  suit  her  ?  " 

"  Ay,  that's  the  way  to  speak  to  her,  Donald,  for 
she's  a  bad  ane." 

"  I  never  insulted  her,  sir;  'twas  her  insulted  me." 

"  Ob,  the  leein'  limmer,  look  at  my  finger,  she  has  nearly 
eaten  it  aff;  it's  in  the  Feegee  Islands  she  should  be." 

"  I'll  see  you  have  a  sore  finger,  Mrs.  Glen ;  an'  will 
she  charge  her  ?  " 

(i  No,  Donald,  I'll  no'  heed ;  I've  chairged  her  gey  weel 
already.  We'll  let  her  fa'  into  some  ither  body's  han's,  an' 
at  onyrate  I'd  like  to  return  guid  for  evil." 
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"An'  ye'll  no'  be  charge  her  at  all?  An'  will  I 
be  take  her  away  ?  " 

"Ay,  ye  can  convoy  her  the  length  o'  the  stair-foot, 
Donald,  an'  syne  let  her  gang." 

"  You  will  rue  this  day's  work,  Mrs.  Glen,  mind  that." 

"  Come  away  noo,  mistress,  an'  no  nonsense,  or  I'll  be 
lock  you  up  for  six  days  or  two.  Do  you  hear?  I  will 
have  to  be  use  force." 

u  That's  the  way,  Donald,  gie  her  a  guid  lift  up  behin'. 
But  wait  awee,  here's  her  sunshade." 

"  Hoch,  the  umbrella  pe  proken." 

"  Ay,  she  brak'  it  ower  my  croon,  but  gie  her't  wi'  her." 

"  Come  away  noo,  an'  I'll  pe  tak'  ye  doon  to  the  corner, 
an'  then  ye  pe  go  apoot  your  business." 

"  That's  ae  guid  job  by,  an'  I  langed  sair,  sair  for 
revenge,  an'  I  got  it  at  last.  Oor  Robin  talks  aboot 
returnin'  good  for  evil.  Weel,  I  firmly  believe  I've  acted  up 
to  his  advice  on  this  self-same  occasion,  for  if  that  loonerin' 
she  got  doesna  dae  her  guid,  I  dinna  ken  what  will." 


BOB  HARVEY'S  "MORNING." 

A    SHIPBUILDING    DIALOGUE    AND    A    MORAL. 

"Come  away  now,  Harvey,  get  out  to  your  job.  Your 
mate  is  waiting  on  you.  And  more  than  that,  it  is  now 
after  seven  o'clock,  and  you  have  not  yet  got  on  to  the  stage. 
I'll  be  hanged  but  the  best  of  the  mornings  are  gone  before 
some  of  you  fellows  make  a  start." 

"  Man,  I'm  frichtit." 

"  Frightened  for  what  ?  " 
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"  Dae  ye  no'  see  me  shakin'  ?  " 

"Yes,  you  tremble  like  an  aspen  leaf.  You  haven't 
surely  been  drinking  this  morning  ?  " 

"  No,  man;  but  I  had  a  guid  smell  last  nicht." 

"  Stupid  fellow !  But  you  must  try  and  make  a  start 
now.  You've  had  ample  time  to  make  yourself  all  right. 
It  is  now  Friday  morning,  and  you  know  perfectly  well  it  is 
five  days  since  you  stood  on  that  stage.  Come  away;  get 
down." 

"Weel,  I  may  try  it;  but  I  ken  fine  I'll  no'  manage  it." 

"Catch  on  by  the  bulwark  plates,  and  lower  yourself 
down  on  that  plank." 

"  I  ken  fine  what  to  dae,  but  hoo  in  the  name  o'  the 
warl'  am  I  to  dae't  ?  You  don't  surely  want  to  see  me  gaun 
heid-foremost  to  the  bottom,  dae  ye?" 

"  No,  Harvey,  I  shouldn't  like  to  see  that." 

"Weel,  as  sure  as  gun's  airn,  gin  I  attempt  sic  a  feat  it's 
there  I'll  gang.     Hooever,  as  I  hae  said  it,  I'll  try  it." 

"  Steady  now,  Harvey ;  steady." 

"  Man,  dae  ye  ken,  I'd  shake  the.  very  boat  aff  the 
stocks.  No,  I'm  no'  fit.  Gin  I'd  only  a  hair  oot  the  dug's 
tail  that  bit  me  yestreen,  I'd  be  up  to  time.  Ay,  man,  a 
wee  drap  wad  mak'  me  as  steady's  a  rock.  Oh,  man,  will 
ye  no'  gie  me  to  breakfast  time,  an'  then  ye'll  hear  oor 
hammers  ringin'  like  a  pair  o'  bells  ?  " 

"  Were  I  to  grant  you  such  a  request,  I  question  very 
much  if  I'd  see  either  of  you  before  Monday." 

"  Monday  !  Man,  dae  ye  ken  what  I'm  gaun  to  tell  ye, 
gin  I  had  just  ae  gill,  to  pit  the  shakers  aff  me,  it  wad  be 
a  gey  lang  time  ere  sic  a  thing  wad  go  ower  my  thrapple 
again,  for  it's  a  deevil  o'  a  stuff.  'O'd,  I'm  sae  dry  the  noo, 
I  think  I  could  drink  the  fill  o'  a  washin'-bine." 

o 
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"  I  thought  you  said  just  now,  Harvey,  it  was  a  devil  of 
a  stuff?" 

"Ay,  man,  so  it  is,  gin  ye  tak'  ower  muckle  o't." 

"  And  yet  you  imagine  yourself  able  to  drink  the  fill  of 
a  washing  tub  of  it.  Yes,  yes,  Bob.  You'll  have  your 
dram  as  long  as  you  can  get  it.  You  need  make  no  more 
fair  promises — you  have  made  hundreds  of  them  before, 
and  fell  through  them.  How  often  have  you  told  myself 
you  were  done  with  it  ?  and  here  you  are  the  same  old 
sixpence.  You  have  been  reaping  a  glorious  harvest  for 
some  time  back,  and  what  have  you  done  with  the  golden 
grain  ?  " 

"I  think  if  I  had  only  nine  o'clock  ower  me  I'd  be  a' 
richt." 

"  You  seem  to  be  in  a  horrible  state,  Bob." 

"Awfu',  man,  awfu'." 

"Well,  Bob,  I  suppose  I'll  require  to  grant  you  your 
request.  But  wait  a  little,  seeing  you've  made  such  a  mess 
of  yourself  through  the  dram,  would  you  have  been  in  favour 
of  granting  the  publicans  compensation  ?  " 

"  Man,  haud  yer  tongue,  I'm  gled  they've  put  the  bill 
on  the  shelf.  Gie  them  compensation  :  for  what  ?  It  was 
the  greatest  piece  o'  tamfoolery  ever  I  kent  o'.  What  hae 
publicans,  I'd  like  to  ken,  ever  dune  for  the  guid  o'  oor 
kintra  or  the  workin'  man  ?  Compensation !  Preserve  us  ! 
They  thocht  we  were  daft.  I'd  pour  a'  their  beer  in  the 
Clyde.  Gin  Goschen  imagin'd  we  Scotchmen  were  saft, 
he  ne'er  made  a  bigger  mistake  in  his  life." 

"Well,  Bob,  I'm  sorry  to  see  such  an  intelligent  fellow 
as  you  are  making  such  a  mess  of  yourself.  You  are  quite 
sensible,  too,  that  you  are  doing  wrong." 

"Ay,  man,  I  ken  weel  eneuch  I'm  daein'  wrang,  but 
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whisky  and  yule  has  got  the  upper  han'  o'  me  a'  thegither ; 
an',  dae  ye  ken,  I  weary  till  the  pay-day  comes  roonV 

c'  It  is  a  great  pity,  Bob,  to  see  talent  such  as  you've  got 
thrown  away." 

"Haud  on  noo,  Mr.  Duncan;  don't  be  spreadin'  on 
the  butter.  I  don't  profess  to  ken  a  great  deal ;  but  I  ken 
weel  eneuch  it  wasna  richt  to  burden  us  wi'  a  tax  to  com- 
pensate publicans  and  superannuate  policemen.  But,  dear 
me,  I'm  awfu'  dry.  Ye'll  surely  let  me  gang  noo,  sin'  ye've 
heard  my  opinion  on  the  Compensation  Bill." 

"Yes,  Harvey,  you  can  go.    But  remember  ten  o'clock." 

"  You  depend  yer  life  on  that,  Mr.  Duncan.  It's  comin' 
ower  near  the  Fair  to  loss  ony  mair  time." 
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"  There'll  Be  New  Rules  Made." 

"Dae  ye  ken  what  it  is,  Jean? — this  kin'  o'  wark's  no' 
gaun  to  dae.     I'll  ha'e  new  rules  made." 

u  What  dae  ye  mean,  Tarn  ?  " 

"  I  mean  to  try  an'  dae  awa'  wi'  sic  wholesale  extrava- 
gance. I'll  be  hanged  if  I  can  get  oot  the  bit.  We're 
comin'  near  the  close  o'  anither  year,  an'  it  was  jist  yestreen 
that  I  was  sittin'  countin'  hoo  muckle  siller  I've  gi'en  ye 
sin'  the  year  cam'  in;  hoo  muckle  dae  ye  "think  I've  gi'en 
ye  sin'  Ne'er-day,  Jean  ?  " 

"  I  couldna  exactly  say,  Tam,  but  naethin'  to  brag  o'." 

"Naethin'  to  what?  Ye  ha'e  been  the  ungratefu' 
recipient  o'  three  pounds  per  week,  or,  in  ither  words,  ye've 
received  aboot  a  hunder  an'  fifty  pounds  in  eleven  months. 
Noo,  what  dae  ye  think  o'  that  ?  " 
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"  Weel,  Tarn,  a'  that  I  can  think  o't  is  that  it's  a  con- 
foonded  lee." 

"  It's  naethin'  o'  the  sort,  Jean ;  it's  a  sterlin'  fact." 

"  Weel,  Tarn,  admittin'  I've  got  a'  that,  is  it  ower 
muckle  to  keep  six  o'  us  on  ?  Ye've  nae  idea,  Tarn,  what 
it  tak's  to  keep  a  hoose ;  it's  easy  eneuch  workin'  for't,  but, 
my  certie,  it's  no  sae  easy  layin't  oot.  Mony  a  mornin'  I 
lie  in  bed  won'erin'  hoo  the  rent's  to  be  paid.  Ay,  Tarn, 
the  men  ha'e  got  the  best  o't." 

"  Lo'd,  but  ye're  provokin'  too,  Jean ;  lyin'  in  bed  in  the 
mornin'  is  aboot  the  best  thing  ye're  at.  Ye  talk  aboot  no' 
havin'  ower  muckle  to  keep  the  hoose  wi' ;  gin  ye'd  dae  that 
itsel'  it  wadna  be  sae  bad.  But  Lord  bless  me,  Jean,  oor 
bits  o'  weans  are  naked.  The  puir  things  canna  get  to  the 
door.  They  canna  get  keepin'  a  bit  decent  steek  for  ye. 
'Twas  only  last  Friday  I  gaed  to  the  drawers  to  get  oot  my 
black  claes  to  gang  to  Geordie  Manson's  funeral,  when, 
behold,  they  were  flown.  Ay,  Jean,  ye've  been  rinnin'  far 
ower  aften  to  '  yer  uncle's  '  of  late,  an'  I  mean  to  put  a 
stop  till't.  Ye've  been  havin'  ower  mony  tea  pairties  this 
while  back.  The  deil  himsel'  couldna  haud  fit  till't.  But, 
by  my  sang,  ye'll  no'  ha'e  sae  mony  o'  them  for  the  time  to 
come,  or  if  ye  ha'e,  it'll  be  at  some  ither  body's  expense,  no' 
mine.  A  bonnie  like  thing  to  think  that  ye'll  gether  a 
wheen  o'  drucken,  gossipin'  women  into  yer  hoose  every 
ither  day,  an'  stuff  them  up  wi'  tea  an'  pastry,  an'  then 
sen'  the  hauf  o'  them  hame  to  their  men  blin'  drunk,  an' 
yersel'  no'  a  whit  ahint  them.  It  wad  tak'  a  mint  o'  money 
to  cope  wi'  sic  a  carry-on.  They're  ower  auld  in  the  horn 
for  ye,  Jean.     They've  spun  ye  a  bonnie  pirn." 

"  Ye're  tellin'  what's  no'  true,  Tarn.  Whan  was  I  the 
waur  o'  a   dram  ?  " 
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"  It's  no  sae  very  lang  sin'  I  had  to  put  ye  to  bed. 
Preserve  us,  ye  couldna,  Jean,  bite  yer  very  thoom." 

"  But  I  was  sick  that  nicht,  Tarn." 

"What  caused  it,  Jean?  Whisky  and  pastry.  Ah, 
woman,  I  ance  could  boast  to  my  mates  aboot  the  gem 
o'  a  wife  I  had,  but  alack,  alack,  I  canna  dae  that  noo. 
It's  hard,  hard  that  I  should  have  to  toil  an'  slave,  frae 
year's  end  to  year's  end,  an'  ha'e  nocht  to  show  for't 
but  dirt  an'  rags.  Look  at  the  comforts  my  mate,  Jamie 
Halliwell,  has.  But  Jamie  has  a  wife  worthy  o'  sic  a 
name.  An'  mair  than  that,  she  has  a  guid  nest-egg  in  the 
bank  to  their  credit — a  thing  we  could  ha'e  had,  an'  should 
ha'e  had,  had  ye  been  carefu'.  A  thrifty  wife,  Jean,  is  the 
noblest  gift  ony  workin'  man  could  ha'e." 

"  There  has  been  somebody  i'  the  yaird,  Tam,  stuffin' 
up  yer  heid  wi'  a  wheen  o'  lees." 

"  Naethin'  o'  the  sort,  Jean.  You  know  every  word  o't 
to  be  true.  You  ha'e  me  in  debt  in  every  corner.  But, 
my  word,  there'll  be  new  rules  made.  Ye  may  greet,  Jean. 
Tears  '11  no  saften  Tam  this  twist.  It'll  tak'  naethin'  short 
o'  a  practical  reformation." 
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Allanpark  Cottage,  Neilson  Street, 
Largs,  12th  July,  1889. 
Dear  Tam, — I  got  a  hoose,  an'  it  was  an  awfu'  job,  I 
can  tell  ye.  I  met  in  wi'  Willie  M'Cara's  wife,  an'  Mrs. 
Sillers,  an'  baith  o'  them  gied  me  a  haun  to  get  a  place. 
As  ye'll  see  by  the  above  address,  it's  a  cottage  nae  less ; 
my  sang,  Tam,  ye'll  be  in  clover  when  ye  come  doon  here. 


214  FRAE    THE    GUIDWIFE    AT    THE    COAST. 

'Twill  tak'  the  pride  oot  o'  some  o'  oor  dandy  leddies  at 
Plantation,  wha  think  themselves  nae  sma'  drink.  I  intend 
to  gie  Chirsty  M'Crae  an  invitation  doon  to  see  us.  It's 
no'  for  ony  love  I  ha'e  for  her.  No,  Tam,  for  the  same 
leddy  could  hardly  gang  into  Lipton's  aside  us  yonner 
withoot  cuttin'  a  wheen  o'  capers,  tastin'  butter  wi'  a  hauf 
sovereign,  an'  sich  like.  But  I  think  'twill  humble  her 
pride  a  wee  bit  when  she  sees  oor  suit  o'  apairtments.  My 
word,  'twill  open  her  een.  But  gin  she  kent  it,  I  didna 
intend  to  tak'  sae  big  a  hoose.  Bedroom,  parlour,  W.C., 
nae  less.  But  then  I  couldna  better  mysel'.  As  I  was 
sayin',  the  three  o'  us  travelled  frae  the  Gogo  Burn  to 
Neilson  Street,  up  ae  street  an'  doon  anither,  in  search  o'  a 
place,  for  four  strucken  'oors,  afore  we  got  the  hoose  I  ha'e 
settled  on.  'O'd,  Tam,  I  thocht  I  had  naethin'  to  dae  but 
step  into  Mary  Brown's,  whaur  we've  baith  put  up  this  last 
five-an'- twenty  years  past.  But,  faith,  I  foun'  oot  my  mistake, 
for  Mary  was  chock-a-block.  We  ocht  to  ha'e  written 
aforehaun,  she  said.  An'  so  we  should.  Nae  doot,  Tam, 
we  wad  maybe  ha'e  been  a  wee  cheaper,  but  we  couldna 
for  oor  life  ha'e  been  ony  better  served,  for  the  landlady  o' 
the  hoose  is  as  nice  a  body  as  ever  broke  the  world's  bread. 
In  fact,  Tam,  Largs  folk  are  a'  nice  alike,  and  frae  the 
humblest  up  wad  dae  onything  to  mak'  strangers  comfort- 
able. An'  things  are  as  reasonable  here,  Tam,  as  ony  place 
in  the  West  o'  Scotland.  I  wish  it  was  Saturday,  Tam,  tae 
I  see  yer  bonnie  face.  Oor  meeting  '11  be  naething  short 
o'  anither  honeymune.     Heest  ye  doon. — Frae  yer  ain 

Sonsie  Meg. 
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LIFE  AMONG  THE  RIVETERS. 
A  Foreman's  Experience. 

"  I  understand  you  are  foreman  riveter  here." 

"  Well,  sir,  I  believe  I  am." 

"  May  I  take  the  liberty  of  asking  you  a  few  questions 
regarding  the  unsteady  habits  of  some  of  your  workmen?" 

"  Quite  at  liberty,  sir.  But  before  asking  or  answering 
any  questions,  if  you  would  come  into  the  yard  at  9.45, 
when  the  breakfast  meal-hour  is  over,  you  will  learn  a  little 
of  what  a  foreman  riveter  has  got  to  contend  with  at  the 
present  time.  You  stand  at  the  foot  of  yon  gangway.  The 
men  gather  there  every  meal-hour.  Some  want  one  thing, 
some  another.  And  this,  sir,  being  Thursday  after  the  pay, 
you  will  have  some  little  amusement." 

"  Thanks.     Good  morning  just  now." 

"  Good  morning,  sir." 

"  You  have  got  back  again  ?  " 

"  I  have." 

"  Just  stand  alongside  the  crowd,  sir,  and  I  will  see 
what  each  of  them  want.  Well,  Geordie,  what's  the 
matter  with  you  ?  " 

"  My  mate's  no'  oot." 

"  What's  wrong  with  him  ?  " 

V  He  has  an  awfu'  sair  inside." 

"  After  a  fill-up  of  drink,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Na,  na,  we're  baith  T.T." 

"You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  that  you  are  T.T.  just 
now?" 

"Ay;  I'm  T.T." 
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"  Well,  if  you  are,  you  have  a  good  strong  smell  of 
whisky.     I  suppose  it's  a  pass  you  want  ?  " 

"  Ay,  I'll  tak'  a  pass.  But  we'll  baith  be  oot  the  first 
thing  in  the  morning." 

"  Ay,  ay.     We'll  see  you  when  you  come." 

"  Well,  Burns,  are  you  all  ready  for  a  start  ?  I  think  it  is 
high  time  M'Kinlay  and  you  were  making  a  bend  " 

"  We  can't  make  a  bend.  We've  neither  holder-on 
nor  boy." 

"  How  do  you  expect  a  holder-on  or  lad  to  stay  with 
you  when  you  make  them  lose  a  week  in  every  pay  ?  No 
steady  hands  are  going  to  put  up  with  that  sort  of  work. 
Here's  a  pass  to  you  and  away  and  muster  a  squad." 

"  Well,  Jerrie,  is  your  squad  all  out?  " 

"  What  was  the  use  of  them  coming  out,  sor?  They 
both  knew  the  wife  was  dead." 

"  And  is  your  wife  really  dead,  Jerrie  ?  " 

"She  is,  in  troth — and  I  would  like  what  little  I  have 
lying  to  help  to  bury  her." 

"  Be  off  out  of  this,  you  scoundrel;  you  have  been 
burying  and  re-burying  that  wife  of  yours  for  years  back." 

"  Is  your  squad  not  all  out,  Cameron  ?  " 

"  A'  but  my  mate." 

"  Away  you,  Docherty,  and  work  with  Hughie  for 
to-day." 

'•  What's  the  matter  with  you  two  fellows  ?  " 

"  The  boy's  on  the  beer." 

"  Dear  me,  things  are  coming  to  a  dreadful  pitch. * 

"  So  you  may  say.  But  if  we  can  get  another  ane  we'll 
no'  let  him  start." 

"  Here's  a  pass  out,  and  away  and  search  for  one.'' 

"Well,  Gallocher,  the  old   complaint,  I  suppose.      Is 
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there  any  shame  in  you  at  all  ?  Alas  !  I  rather  think  not. 
Habit  and  repute ;  a  week  every  pay.  Do  you  ever  take 
into  consideration  the  harm  you  are  doing  yourself,  your 
wife  and  little  ones  at  home,  the  trade,  your  brethren 
connected  with  the  trade,  your  employer,  the  Clyde,  and 
your  country?  It  is  you,  and  such  as  you,  sir,  that  are 
ruining  the  trade,  and  have  given  the  members  of  it  such  a 
name.  If  I  had  men  to  put  in  your  places  I  would  let  none 
of  you  put  in  a  rivet.  You  have  the  ball  at  your  foot  just 
now,  and,  my  word,  you  are  kicking  it  to  perfection.  I 
may  as  well  give  you  all  a  pass  and  let  you  go.'; 

"  Well,  sir,  what  think  you  of  this  sort  of  work  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  must  say,  you  have  got  a  lot  of  rum  fellows  to 
deal  with.     Does  this  sort  of  thing  happen  every  day?" 

"  More  or  less,  sir,  but  more  so  for  a  few  days  after  each 
pay." 

"  Your  men  are  not  all  alike  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  I'm  proud  to  say  they  are  not.  I  have  riveters 
in  the  yard  just  now  who  are  as  well  behaved  and  as 
steady  as  any  class  of  tradesmen  in  the  kingdom ;  but 
others  of  them,  I'm  ashamed  to  say,  are  going  too  far,  and 
drink,  sir,  is  at  the  bottom  of  it.  Eradicate  that 
great  evil,  and  our  homes  and  workshops  will  be  happier 
circles." 

"  I  suppose  the  big  half  of  your  men  are  at  work  to- 
day?" 

"I  have  twenty-eight  squads  working  out  of  forty- 
three,  and  I  believe  'twill  be  Monday  before  they 
all  put  in  an  appearance.  As  you  have  seen,  sir, 
it  is  not  always  the  riveters  who  are  to  blame, 
but,  of  course,  the  riveters  before  the  public  have  to 
bear  the  brunt  of  all.     But  as  I  have  said,  some  of  them, 
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through  their  unsteady  habits  just   now,   have  given  the 
trade  a  name  that  time,  I'm  afraid,  will  never  erase." 

"  I  suppose  riveters,  as  a  rule,  make  pretty  good  wages ?" 

"  They  do,  sir.     A  piecework  riveter,  working  full  time 

at  the  present  prices,  especially  at  the  hull  of  the  vessel,  can 

net  over  ^3  per  week,  which  is,  I  think,  pretty  fair,  though 

no  doubt  it  is  a  slavish  job." 

"  How  many  constitute  a  squad  ?  " 
';  Four,  sir — two  riveters,  a  holder-on,  and  rivet-heater 
— and  each,  like  the  different  members  of  our  body,  is  de- 
pendent on  the  other.  Should  the  rivet-heater  lie  off,  the 
other  three  must  remain  idle  until  he  turns  up,  and  just  the 
same  with  the  rest.  They  very  often  lose  a  lot  of  time 
through  one  or  other  of  their  number  lying  off.  Sometimes 
we  have  a  spare  man  or  lad,  but  we  cannot  supply  all  their 
wants.  And  so  the  work  must  stand  until  the  men  resume. 
Often  jobs  lie  in  an  unfinished  state  so  long  that  we  are 
compelled  to  do  them  at  night,  and  overtime  comes  to  be 
heavy  on  the  employer.  For  the  very  men  that  were  the 
cause  of  the  work  lying  so  long  unfinished  would  not  drive 
a  rivet  unless  they  got  paid  time  and  half,  which  I  think  is 
very  hard,  sir." 

4 '  It  is  a  great  pity  men  will  not  keep  full  time." 
•'  I  wish  from  my  heart,  sir,  they  would.  It  would  be 
better  for  all  concerned.  But  I'm  afraid,  under  the  present 
state  of  trade,  we  won't  see  that.  Oh  !  that  some  of  them 
would  only  look  back  on  the  past,  and  consider  for  a  little 
the  hardships  they  and  their  families  had  to  suffer  not  so  very 
long  ago.  If  so,  they  surely  would  be  trying  to  make  the 
best  of  these  busy  times." 
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LOVE  AMONG  RIVET  BOYS. 

A  True  Story. 

"  Alas  !  John,  that  was  a  sad  affair  that  happened  in  your 
establishment  the  other  day.  Was  the  little  fellow  killed 
on  the  spot  ?  " 

"  No,  Mr.  H ;  he  survived  the  accident  only  two 

hours  after  having  been  admitted  to  the  hospital." 

"  Poor  little  fellow  !  And  he  was  an  orphan,  I  under- 
stand." 

"  Well,  not  exactly,  sir.  His  father  and  mother — if  I 
may  be  permitted  to  call  them  so — are  both  alive.  But 
you  might  say,  as  far  as  they  were  concerned,  the  poor  boy 
was  truly  an  orphan.  They  deserted  him  over  a  year  ago. 
And,  alas  !  during  the  most  of  that  time  the  poor  little  lad 
has  had  to  suffer  severely — knocked  about  from  one  to 
another ;  sleeping  one  night  on  a  stair,  the  other  in  some 
dirty  place  or  damp  coal  cellar,  here  and  there,  wherever  he 
could  get  some  quiet  place  to  lay  his  unkempt  head  down  on, 

until  a  Mr.  M ,  a  respectable  tradesman,  and  his  wife, 

took  pity  on  the  little  fellow,  and  gave  him  the  shelter  of 
their  neat  but  humble  home.  And  there  he  resided  until 
he  was  called  hence.  The  boy's  employers,  however,  gave 
him  a  very  respectable  funeral,  and  a  great  many  of  the 
little  rivet-heaters  turned  out  to  the  funeral  of  their 
departed  little  comrade.  But,  believe  me,  sir,  I  was  very 
much  delighted  to  learn — and  that,  too,  from  the  lips  of 
the  little  fellow's  foreman — how  his  dear  little  comrades 
clubbed  together  to  purchase  a  beautiful  flower-wreath  to 
place  on  the  grave  of  their  departed  little  brother.     The 
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morning  following  the  boy's  death  two  bright,  intelligent- 
looking  little  fellows  went  up  to  the  foreman  and  said : 

"  '  Please,  sir,  wad  ye  alloo  us  to  gang  roun'  the  ither 
boys  in  the  yaird  and  gather  twa-three  shillings  to  buy  a 
wreath  to  place  on  the  grave  o'  Wee  Sandy  Donal'  ?  ' 

"  The  big  tears  gathered  in  the  foreman's  eyes  at  the 
pleading  manner  in  which  the  boys  asked  such  a  question. 

'"By  all  means,  my  brave  little  fellows,'  said  the  fore- 
man; 'and  more,  you  deserve  credit  for  such  a  proposi- 
tion.' 

"  They  again  asked  :  'Will  you  be  kind  eneuch  to  be- 
come oor  treasurer  ? ' 

"  '  Most  willingly/  said  their  foreman. 

" '  Ye  ken,'  said  one  of  them,  '  Wee  Sandy  was  a 
member  o'  oor  Brigade.' 

"  '  You  mean,'  said  the  foreman,  '  the  Boys'  Brigade  ?  ' 

"  "'  Yes,  sir.  An'  gin  there's  onything  left  ower  after 
buyin'  the  wreath  for  Sandy's  grave,  will  ye  be  kind  eneuch 
to  han'  it  ower  to  the  Boys'  Brigade  fund,  in  honour  o'  puir 
Wee  Sandy  ? ' 

"'I  will/  said  their  foreman,  'do  all  you  desire  of  me 
with  the  greatest  of  pleasure.' 

"  The  two  gallant  little  fellows  went  round  their  com- 
rades, and  collected  the  sum  of  30s.  With  14s.  6d.  of  that 
sum  they  purchased  a  wreath,  and  the  remaining  15s.  6d. 
they  cheerfully  handed  over  to  strengthen  the  funds  of  the 
Boys'  Brigade.  Ah  !  sir,  lots  of  people  run  away  with  the 
idea  that  rivet  boys,  as  they  are  commonly  called,  are  all 
hardened  little  wretches.  But  where,  sir,  would  you  find, 
even  amongst  a  more  refined  class  of  boys,  such  love? 
Their  hearts  were  melted  for  Wee  Sandy.  There  are,  I 
have  no  doubt,  boys  amongst  them  who  are,  I  am  sorry  to 
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say,  hardened  enough ;  but  others  of  them,  I  am  proud  to 
say,  are  both  kind  and  manly.  Yes,  beneath  the  tattered 
garments  of  some  of  these  bright-looking  little  fellows  beats 
many  a  warm,  noble  little  heart !  " 


OBITUARY. 


It  is  our  sad  duty  to  record  the  death  of  Bro.  Daniel  King, 
P.D.C.R.,  who  has  departed  for  that  "  bourne  whence  no 
Forester  returns."  He  was  initiated  a  member  of  Court 
Royal  Oak,  4640,  on  the  25th  February,  1867.  Nearly 
I  quarter  of  a  century  since  he  was  connected  with  the 
Greenock  District;  on  the  secession  of  Court  4640  he 
became  a  member  of  the  Glasgow  District.  On  his 
removing  to  Port-Glasgow  he  was  admitted  a  member  by 
clearance  into  Court  Newark,  4111,  on  3rd  April,  1876, 
thereby  renewing  his  former  attachment  to  the  Greenock 
District.  During  the  past  fifteen  years  he  came  to  the 
front  as  an  assiduous  and  zealous  worker;  he  filled  the 
office  of  D.C.R.  with  much  acceptance;  his  literary 
attainments  were  much  appreciated  by  his  many  friends. 
He  died  on  Friday,  27th  November,  1891,  at  the  com- 
paratively early  age  of  forty-seven  years,  and  was  interred 
on  Tuesday,  1st  December.  His  remains  were  followed  by 
many  members  and  acquaintances  desirous  of  paying  their 
last  public  act  of  respect  for  his  memory.  In  him  the 
District  loses  a  loyal  Forester,  his  wife  a  beloved  husband, 
and  his  family  a  revered  parent. — Extracted  from  the 
Ninety-Ninth  Half-  Yearly  Report  of  the  Greenock  District 
Branch  (147 a)  of  the  Ancient  Order  of  Foresters'  Friendly 
Society,  1st  March,  1892. 
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